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PREFACE. 


This little bot)k of English verse is prepared for the 
use of Indiaii stiideiits. The Editors, Rai Bahadur 
Talitmohan^Chatterjee and myself, have had considerable 
experience in the teaching of English in Indian colleges, 
and in my own case that experience has been by no means 
confined to work in the colleges connected with the 
Calcutta and Dacca Universities. What we have tried 
to do is to interest the student as well as ti shew him what 
good poetry really is,—and, in the introduction, how to 
stuđy it. Unless the student enjoys his work, the teacher 
labours in vain. Hence we have chosen various kinds of 
verse, each passage selected having its own lesson and, we 
hope, its own charm. Му colleague has edited that section 
of the book, beginning with W6rdsworth’s iK>em,s, which 
includes the iK)etry of our own dav, or nearly so, the 
poetry of the Romantic Movement and of the various later 
movements to which it has given birth. Не has not, it 
is true, includcd specimens of some of the latest modes 
of poetic expression, thc vers libre for example, for the 
simple reason that they would not be such as an Indian 
student, or even such as an English student, at the stage 
we have in view, would understand or appreciate. Still 
he has given the student some insight into the melody and 
power of modern F^iglish poetry. And I hope that the 
reading of the selection in class ufider the guiđance of au 
intelligent and sympathetic teacher, niay induce the 
student to prolong his studies for theiV own sake and 
enlarge his knowledgc of the vast field of modern English 
poetry. 

With regard to the passages belonging to aii едгИ^г age, 
which it has fallen to my lot to select aii 4 anhotate, I c|iii 
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only ask the stuđent to think for himself. I remember 
the đelight with which my own grandfather, who in his 
boyhood hcard the news of, the Battle* of Waterloo, used 
to declaim his favourite lines from Pope* and the influence 
which the sonorous verse of Dr. Johnson exercised on a 
generation that Jhias passed away. And if stuijents do not 
feel attracted towards the classical poets cf the eighteenth 
century, they can turn to the Elizabethans, and find there 
the passion and at the same time the simplicity and truth 
of which the poetry of Wordsworth aiid Coleridge and 
Shelley and Kclts was iu a very real sense a revival. 

Students аг(^ often repcllcd by the somewhat archaic 
and, shall we say, pedagogic form of vvhat they are givcn 
to study. The portals of English literature are made too 
gloomy and forbidding. The result is that the reading of 
verse begins and ends by being a task, when it ought to 
be a dclightful recreatiđn. Tf we have to апу extent 
helpcd to bring before the Inđian stndent that enchant- 
nient which lies in English poctry, if we have been able 
to take him far aw^ay from the daily rounđ of his often 
somevvdiat monotonous life, we shall be more than 
rcwardcd. Our thoughts too havc oftcn been with his 
teachers ; they pursue their task amid much discourage- 
ment and with but small chance of recognition. But theirs 
is a great and noble task, and just as the India that we 
see before us is to all pra:tical intents and purposes their 
creation, so the greater India, the country into which we 
are all about to look,*will be that to which thev have 
supplied the inspiration and the ideals. 


W. A. J. Archbold. 
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Poetry ^eals with human experience,, witli the very 
stuff of which man^s carthly life is made. The stuđent 
\vill find many illustrations of this in the passages here 
sclected. Thus Swinburne*s poem A Chlld\^ T.aiighter 
brings home to us the sunny joyousness of childhood, 
\vhile Patmore’s pocni The Toys touches oA the pathos of 
a child’s hclplcss gricf. Browmng in his Tncideni of iho 
French Canip viviđly presents the heroic pride of boy* 
hood verging on youth. Very different is \Vordsworth*s 
There 7vas a Воу in which we see a boy toucheđ into 
sudden awe by the solcmn influcnces of Nature and feeling 
that communion ‘with rocks aiid stones and trees* of 
\vhich the author teaches us so much. Мапу of 
the pocms deal with youth. In Milton’s Tl Penseroso 
we meet the scholarly voung man in a niusing mood, 
\vhile in Shakespeare^s famous soliloquy ^^То he or not 
to he*' put into the mouth of Hamlet wc see the young 
philosopher faced with the perplexing problems of life. 
The sense of work unaccomplished which so often comes 
to the gifted young man finds expression in Milton*s 
sonnet, How soon hath Time^ aiid more sadly in Keats’s 
woiiderful lines, When Т have fears. In Matthcw Arnold^s 
Sohrah and Rusium wc have a moving presentation of a 
heroic youth*s love for a father whom he has never 
known and at whose hands at last he meets with a tragic 
death. In Rupert Brooke’s sonnet, The Soldier, the young 
poet ebcpresses his tender attachment to his homeland of 
which he gave such noble proof in the pre^t War. While 
the romance that attends on womanhoo(U finds charming“ 
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€xpression in several of the poems, the feelings, tne 
rSentiments, the interests, and the experienccs of manhood 
form the subject matter of others : fof example, the great- 
ness of man’s task, in Wordsworth’s Ode to Duty ; 
concern for the homeland, in his sonnet IVritten in 

London, Septeffiber, 1S02 ; valour and the facjng of danger 
in King Henry*s stirring speech in the extract from 
Shakespeare’s King Непгу F, and, more briefly, in 

Cunningham’s Л Wet Sheet and a Flou'ing Sea, and, still 
more briefly, in vScott’s rousing lines Sound, sound the 
darion, Contiast with these the scholar’s choice in 

Southey’s quiet lines, The Scholar, and the serene spirit 
that breathes through Sir Непгу Wotton’s poem, The 
Characte) of a Нарру Life, Other poems again, such as 
Clough’s Say not the struggle noughi availeth, deal with 
that struggle against adverse circumstances which is the 
hardest test of inanhood. External Nature, with its 
mystery and beauty, which forms the environment of 

nian’s life, enters in many w^ays into his deepest experi- 
•ence and several poems deal with that. A crowded city 
like London has also its attraction and, strangely enough, 
an Indian poet gives fitting expression to it (Monmohan 
Ghose’s London). Historv, Art and Religion have also 
been touched upon, the wdsdom of age and, last not 
least, the meeting of death. 

From this survey it will be seen that the subject 
matter of poetry is the variety of human experience. In 
this close touch witlt life lies the great value of poetry 
for man and 110 doubt this is what Matthew Arnold had 
in mind when he spoke of poetry as a ‘criticism cff life.’ 

Yet the characters and incidents, the scenes and 
situations that we find in poetry are generallv ficftitious. 
For,j^ unlike History, the truth that poetry presents is 
pot the truth .of fact but the truth of ideas of which 
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facts only give the hiiit. The ‘iiiciđent in the French 
camp* may never have taken placc but the touch of 
heroic pride which belongs to noble bovhood has been 
pictured to the life. \Vhether апу Ulysses went on the 
voyage as the poet tells us or not, it is true that the .spirit 
of adventure has its hold on some men to tric last. Arthur 
belongs to the romantic region of legend rather thaii to 
that of history but a great leader may, at his departure, 
well think the thoiuilits to wliich Arthur gives expression. 
Ophelia did not exist but the gentleness '^nd docilitv of 
her character as well as her womanly insight are within 
our experience. 

Poetry differs from Philosophy in presenting thc 
truth of human experience not in the abstract but in the 
concrete, through images and storics. Poctry, as Miltoii 
said, should be 'siniple, scnsuous, and impassioned.’ The 
poet wants to tell us of nian's lovc for animals and he does 
so most impressively by telling the story of Muleykeh. 
()г the poet wants to teach us how man*s heartless cruelty 
to woman may lcad to tragic rcsults and he does so by 
feelingly prcseiiting the incident of thc Bridge of Sighs. 
Even the abstract subject of Duty is presented through 
images in \Vordsworth's Ode. 

But in presenting his subject the poet relates it 
to man’s sense of thc rightness of things, or the beauty 
of things, or thc mystery of things, or jierhaps the humour 
of things. As the subject appeals t^ his ovvn mind so he 
presents it to us. Thus we see things in their meaning 
and significance for us. The poet in a way interprets what 
he presents. The poePs еуе therefore gathers a richer 
harvest of truth than the eyes of ordinary people. Some- 
times, as generally in Lyric Poetry, the poet’s emotion 
occasioned by what he has seen is tlie n 4 ain> subject of 
the poem. 
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In thi$ power of interpretation or vivid presenta- 
tion the poet is helped by a kind of divine insight into 
the beauty and mystcry of things. 'fhis insight is called 
imagination. A scientific study of daffodils, for example 
шау enable the botanist to tell us of the shape of the 
flower, of its fharacteristics and its laws of«growth ; but 
the poet in the Daffodils brings home to us the beauty and 
careless happy charm of the flowcr which appeal to us 
most strongly and which form not less the truth about 
the flower than what the scientist has to tell us. 

Indeed the poet invests with freshiiess and charm 
ordinary things and ordinary persons, and this is perhaps 
what we mean by romance. Custom often blinds us to their 
beauty and we do not see it till the poet has awakened our 
wondering interest again. One шау have often heard the 
song of the nightingale but after one has read Keats^s 
poem, Ode to a Nightingale, it becomes a thing of wonder. 
It is said that it is not an uncomraon thing in the Scottisli 
Highlands to meet a girl reaping alone and singing to 
herself. But it was Wordsworth who found it fiill of 
romantic interest. (The Solilary Reaper). 

Sometimes, however, the imagination pleases itself 
by inventing scenes and situations remote from ordinary 
experience which interest us by their strangeness or thrill 
us by their supernatural associations, as in Coleridge’s 
Ancient Mariner. 

Among the passages collected in this book there 
will be found some, such as those of Dryden, Pope, Johnson, 
to which many of the things said above do not seem to 
appl};. These poets belong to an age of prose when the 
spirit of poetry and the play of imagination were somewhat 
frozćn. Itiis efter such periods that men*s minds seek 
to escape from*the restraints of the prosaic and the con- 
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ventional, and romantic poetry is born. Gray and Cowper 
represent the transition; Wordsworth, Coleridge, Shelley, 
Keats, the full tide of romance.. 

We may now say something about the form and 
maiiner of poetic uttcrance. The poet may speak in his 
own persoii about himself, as in The Schotar ; or he may 
speak in vivid narrativc, asin There was a Воу, or The Last 
Minstrel ; or he may himself disappear and just set a scenć 
and actors before us, as in the Drama; or he may present 
one person of a scene and, by a dramatic ^ionologue put 
into the mouth of that person, briefly and intensively givc 
us at the same time scene, character'^ and situation, 
as in The Lost Leadet or The I^aborutory. 

Further, all poetry must havc a completc form, 
must be symmetrical. And the language of poetry must 
not only perfectly agree with thv form chosen but must 
itself be beautiful. The language may be beautiful by its 
golden simplicity aiid inevitableness, as in Wordsworth’s 
She dwelt aniong the untrodden ways or The Highland 
Reaper ; or it may be beautiful by its suggestiveness, 
its pictorical cffect, its felicity of phrasing, as often in the 
poetry of Shakespeare, Milton, Keats, Tennyson. As 
examples of the latter may be quoled . ‘‘the primrose palii 
of dalliance,*^ ''sicklied o’er with the pale cast of 
thought,’* ''monumental oak/' ''dewy-feathered sleep,^^ 
“the mooii stooping through a Аеесу cloud,** “fairy lands 
forlorn/^ “beaded bubbles winking at the brim,** “a 
dving King laid widow'd of the power in the еуе/* *Trom 
spur to plume a star of tournament.** 

Nor has the language of poetry merely the distinc- 
tion of-beautiful imagery it has also the beauty of harrhoni- 
ous sound. This is sometimes felt in the^slow or qnick, 
smooth or purposely јегку, movement givon to a line b^i 
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the selectioii of loiig or short or rapiđly changeđ vowels, 
that is in the rhythni of the line, for example : 

'So stro<le he back slow to thc woimdeđ King’ 

‘Ву zig-zag paths and juts of pointed rock 
Came tonthe shiiiiiig levels of the lake’— 

cacli line representing the nianner of Sir Bedivere’s move- 
iiicnt aiid even the character of his thoughts. 

The effect of selecting suitable consoiiants is also 
soinetimes ren^arkablc, as in ‘‘verduroiis gloonis and 
winding inossv ways,’' ‘ 41 ic munnurons haunt of flies 
011 summer cveli,” 

”Juts of slippcry crag that rang 
Sharp-smitten with the dint of armcd heels— 

Aiid on a sudden lo! the level lake 
And tlic long glories of the \vintcr mooii”. 

But often, as iii Shakespcarc, Milton and Keats, thc effect 
of ћаппопу can be felt but is too subtle to be analvsed. 


L. М. Chatterjee. 
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WILUAM SHAKESPE4RR. 

JULIUS C^iSAR. 

FrOM AcT III. \ 4 CENE 11 . 

Anl. Fricncls, Romans, countrymen, lenđ me your 
ears ; 

I come to bury Csesar, not to praisc him. 

The evil, that men do, lives after thcm; 

The good is oft interred with their bones , 

vSo let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus 5 

Hath told you, Caesar was ambitious: 

If it were so, it was a grievous fault; 

And grievously hath Csesar answer^d it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus and tlie rest, 

(For Brutus is an honourable man ; то 

So are ^ћеу all, all honourable men;) 

Come I to speak in Csesar’s funeral. 

Не W2ts my friend, faithful and just to me: 

But Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 


55 
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Не hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill: 

Did this in Caesar seem ambitious? 

When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept: 
Ambition should be niade of sterner stuff: 

Yet Brutus sa5's, he was ambitious ; 

Anđ Brutus is an honourablc man. 

You all did see, that on the Lupercal, 

I thrice presented him a kingly crowii, 

Which he did tliricc refiise. Was this ambition ? 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And, sure, he ;s an honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 

But here I am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without cause ; 

What cause wnthholds you then to mourn for him ? 

O juđgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts, 

And men have lost their reason!—Bear with me ; 
Му heart is in the coffin there with Ceesar, 

And I must pause till it come back to me. 

First Cil, Methinks, there is much reason in his 
sayings. 

Second Cit, If thou consider rightly of the matter, 
Caesar has had great wrong. 

Third Cit. Has he, masters? 

I fear, there will a worse come in his place. 

Fourth Cit. Mark’d уе his words? Не would not 
take the crowm ; 

Therefore, 4 is certaiii, he was not ambitious. 

First Cit. If it be found so, some will dear abiđe it. 
Second Cit. Poor soul! his eyes are red as fire 
with weeping. 

Third Cjt. .Th^re’s not a nobler man in Rome 
than Antdny. 
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Fourth Cit. Now mark him, he begins again to speak. 45 

Ant. But yesterđay, the worđ of Csesar might 
Have stoođ against the worlđ ? now lies he there, 

And none so poor to do him reverence. 

O masters! if I were dispos’d to stir 

Vour hearts aiid minds to mutiny and rage* 50 

I should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong, 

Who, you all know, are honourable men: 

I will not do them wrong; I rather choose 
То wrong the dead, to wrong myself, an^ you, 

Than I wnll wrong such honourable men. 55 

But here’s a parchment, wnth the seal of^Ceesar, 

I found it in his closet, 4 is his will: 

Let but the commons hear this testament, 

(Which, pardon ше, I do not mean to read,) 

And they woi:ld go and kiss dead Ceesar’s wounds, 60 
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood; 

Yea, beg a hair of him for тетогу, 

And, dying, mention it within their wills, 

Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, 

Unto their issue. 65 

Fourth Cit. We 41 hear the will: Read it, Mark 
Antony. 

Citizens. The will, the will ; we will hear Csesar^s 
will. 

Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I must not read 
it ; 

It is not meet you know how Csesar lov’d you. 

You ar^ not wood, you are not stones, bul men ; 70 

And, being men, hearing the will of Csesar, 

It will* inflame уои, it will make you mad : 

’Tis goođ you know not that you are hjs heirs^; 

For if you shoulđ, O, what woulđ come of it! 
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Fourth Cii, Read the will ; we will hear it Antony ; 75 
You shall reađ us the.will; Caesar’s will. 

Ant, Will you be patient? Will you stay a while ? 

I have o^ershot myself, to tell you of it. 

I fear, I wrong the honourable men, 

Whose daggers^have stabb’d Caesar : I do fear it. So 
Fourth Cit. They were traitors: honourable men ! 
Citizens. The will! the testament! 

Second Cit. They were villains, murđerers: The 
will! read ^he will! 

Ant. You will compel me then to read the will ? 

Then make a rir.g about the corpse of Caesar, 85 

And let me show you him that made the wiU. 
vShall I descend ? And will уоп give me lcave ? 

Citizens. Come down. 

Second Cit. Descend. 

[Не cotncs down irom ihe Pulpit 
Third Cii. You shall have leave. 90 

Fourih Cit. A ring ; stand round. 

First Cit. Staiiđ from the hearse. stand from the 
body. 

Second Cit. Room for Antony ;-*-most noble Antonv. 
Ant. Nav, press not so upon me ; stand far off. 

Citizens. Stand back ! room ! bear back ’ 95 

Ant. If you have tears, prepare to sheđ them now. 

You all do know this mantle: I remember 
The first time ever Caesar put it оп; 

’Twas on a summer’s evening, in his tent; 

That day he overcame thc Nervii: — 100 

Look ! in this place, ran Cassius* dagger througU ; 

See, what a rent the envious Casca inade: 

Through this, the well-beloveđ Brutus stabb’d ; 

And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel away, 

Mark how the blood of Csesar follow’d it ; 
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As rushing out of đoors, to be resolv’d 
If Brutus so unkindly кпоскМ, or no; 

For Brutus, as уои’ know, Ceesar's c^ngel; 

Judge, O you Gođs, how dearly Csesar lov41 him ! 

This was the most unkindest cut of all: iio 

For when the noble Caesar saw him stab, > 

Ingratituđe, more strong than traitors* arms, 

Quite vanquish’d hini: then burst his mighty heart ; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 

Even at the base of Pompey’s statua, 115 

Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell. 

O, what a fall was there, my countrymen \ 

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 

Whilst bloody treason flourish’d over us. 

O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel 120 

The dint of pity: these are gracious drops. 

Kind souls, what, weep you, when you but behold 
Our Caesar’s vesture wounded? Look you here, 

Here is himself, marrM, as you see, with traitors. 

Fir'st Cit. O piteous spectacle I 125 

Second Cit. O noble Caesar! 

Third Cit. O woful day ! 

Fourth Cit. O traitors, villains I 
First Cit. O most bloody sight! 

Second Cii. We will be revengccl. 130 

Citizens. Revenge;—about,—seek,—burn,—fire,— 
kill,—slay! 

Let not a traitor live. 

Ant. Stay, countrymen. 

First Cit. Peace there :—^hear the noble Antony. 
Second Cit. We41 hear him, we*ll follow him, will 
die with him, 

Ant. Goođ friends, sweet friends, ^et me not stir 
you up 


135 
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То such a suđđen flood of mutiny. 

l'hey, that have đone this đeeđ, are honourable ; 

What private griefs they have, alas, I*know not, 

That made them do it ; they are wise and honourable, 140 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 

I come not frie^ids, to steal away your hearts ^ 

I am no orator, as Brutus is: 

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 

That love my friend ; and that they know full well 145 
That gave nic nublic leavc to speak of him. 

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 

Action, nor uttrrance, nor the power of speech, 

То stir men’s blood : I onlv speak right on; 

I tell 5^ou that, which yoii yourselves do know ; I 5 <> 

Show you sweet Caesar’s wounds, poor, poor dumb 
mouths, 

And biđ them speak for me: But were I Brutus, 

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and piit a tongue 
In every wound of Coesar, that should move 155 

The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 

Citizens. We’ll mutiny. 

First Cit. We’ll burn the house of Brutns. 

Third Cit, Away, then, come, and seek the cons- 
pirators. 

Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me speak. 160 
Citizens. Peace ho ! Hear Antony, most noble 
Antony. 

Ant. Why, friends, you go to đo you know not what: 
Wherem hath Caesar thus đeserved your loves? 

Alas, you know not:—I must tell you then : — 

You have forgot the W'ill I told you of. 165 

Cilizens. Most true:—the will;—let’s stay, anđ hear 
the will 
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Ant, Here is the will, and iinđer Caesar’s seal 
То every Roman citizen he gives, 

То every several man, seventy;five drachmas. 

Sccond Cii. Most noble Csesar !—We’ll revenge his 
death. 170 

Third Cit. ^ O royal Csesar! 

Ant. Hear me with patience. 

Citizens. Peace, ho! 

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 

His private arbours, anđ new planted orchards, 175 

On this side Tiber ; he hath left them you, 

And to your heirs for ever ; common pleasures, 

То walk abroad and recreate yourselves. 

Here was a Cacsar: when comes such another ? 

First Cit. Never, never :—Come, away, away : 180 

We*ll burn his bođy in the holy place, 

Anđ with the branđs fire the traitđrs* houses. 

Таке up the bođy. 

Second Cit. Go, fetch fire. 

Third Cit. Pluck down benches. 185 

Foiirth Cit. Pluck dowii forms, windows, aiiything. 

[Exeunt citizens 'ivith the Body. 

Ant. Now let it work: mischief thou art afoot, 

Таке tliou what course thou vvilt! 


HAMLET. 

Аст I. vSCENE ni. 

Laertbs. Му necessaries are embarked farewell: 
Anđ, sister, as the winđs give benefit, 

And c©nvoy is assistant, do not sleep, 

But let me hear from you. 

Ophelia. Do you dofibt , 4 haf ? 
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Laertes, For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour, 5 
Holđ it a fashion, and a tDy in blood; 

A violet in the youth of primv nature, 

Forvvard, not permanent, sweet, not l'asting, 

The perfume and suppliance of a minute; 

N0 more. 

Ophelia. N0 more, but so? 

Laertes, Think it 110 more: 10 

For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews„ and bulk; but, as this temple waxes, 

The inward service of the inind and soul 
Grows wide wit^l. Perhaps he loves you now ; 

And 110w no soil, nor cautel, doth besmirch 15 

The virtue of his will: but, you must fear, 

His greatness weigh’d, his will is not his own ; 

For he himself is subject to his birth: 

Не may not, as unvalued persons do, 

Carve for himself ; for 011 his choice depends 20 

The safety and tlie health of this whole state; 

And therefore must his choice be circumscrib’d 

Unto the voice and yielđing of that body 

Whereof he is the head : Then if hc savs he loves уоп, 

It fits your wisdom so far to believe it, 25 

As he in his particular act and place 

Ма\^ givc his vSaying dced; which is 110 further, 

Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 

Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain, 

If with too credent eaf you list his songs ; 30 

Or lose vour heart ; cr your chaste treasure open 
То his unmaster’d importunity. 

Fcar it, Ophelia, fear it, my dcar sister; 

And keep you in the rear of уоиг affection, 

Out <of the shot anđ danger of desire. 

'fhe chariest maid is prodigal enough. 


35 
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If she unmask her beauty to the moon: 

Virtue itself ’scapes not calumnious strokes: 

The canker galls the infants of^the spring, 

Тоо oft before their^ buttons be disclos’d ; 40 

And iii the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. ^ 

Ве wary then : best safety lies in fear; 

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 

Ophelia. I shall the effect of this good lesson keep, 45 
As watchman to my heart: But, good niy brother, 

Do not as some ungracious pastors do, 

Shew me the steep and lhorny way to heaven; 

Whilst, like a puff*d and reckless libertine, 

Himself the primrose path of dalliancc treads 50 

And recks not his own rede. 

Laertes. O fear me iiot. 

I stav too long ;—But here my itither comes. 

Enter PoLONius. 

A double blessing is a double grace; 

Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

Polonius. Yet here, Paertes! aboard, aboard, for 
shame ; 55 

The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail, 

And you are stay*d for: There,—my blessing with you; 

[l.aying his hand on Laertes* head 

And these few precepts in thv шетбгу 

Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor апу unproportion*d thought his act. ^ 60 

Ве thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 

Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel ; 

But do not dull thy palm with entertainmcnt 
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Of each new-hatch*d, unfleđg’d comrade. Beware 65 
Of entrance to a quarrel: but, being in, 

Bear it, that the opposeđ may beware of thee. 

Give every nian thine ear, biit fevv thy voice: 

Таке each nian’s censure, but reserve thy judgment. 

Costly thy habjt as thy purse can buy, 70 

But not expressM in fancy; rich, not gaudy : 

For the apparcl oft proclainis the man; 

And they in France, of the best rank and station, 

Are of a most select anđ generous chief in that. 

Neither a borrc^ver nor a lender be: 75 

For loan oft lojps lx)th itself anđ frienđ; 

And borrowing clulls the eđge of husbandry. 

This above all,— То thine ownself be true; 

Aiid it must follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canst not then be false to апу man. бо 

Farewell; my blessing scason this in thee! 

LaerLes. Most humbly đo I take my leave, my lord. 
Polonius. Thc time invites you ; go, your servants 
tend. 

Laertes. Farewell, Ophelia ; and remembcr well 
What I have said to you. 

Ophelia. ’Tis in my тетогу lockM, 85 

And vou yourself shall keep thc кеу of it. 

Laertes. Farewell. [Exit Laertes. 

Polonius. What is’t, Ophelia, he hath said to you? 
Ophelia. So please you, something touching the 
Lorđ Hamlet. 

Polonius. Маггу, well bethought: QO 

’Tis told me, Ite hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you; and you vourself 
Have of your audience been most free and bountecms: 

If it^ be so, (as so^ 4 is put on me 

And that iti way ol caution,) I must tell you, 95 
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You đo not understand yourself so clearly, 

As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 

What is between you? Give nie up the truth. 

Ophelia. Не hath, my I/>rđ, of late, made шапу 
tenđers 

Of his affection to me. loo 

Polonius. Affection? Puh ! You speak like a greeii 

girl, 

Unsifted iii such pcrilous circumstance. 

Do you believe his tenders, as you call the^? 

Ophelia. I do not know, my Uord, what I should 
think. ч 

Polonius. Маггу, 141 teach you : think yourself a 
baby ; T05 

That you have ta*en these tenders for true рау, 

Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more đearly ; 

Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phrase, 

Wronging it thus) you 41 tender me a fool. 

Ophelia. Му Tord, he hath importuned me with love, iio 
In honoiirable fashion. 

Polonius. Ау, fashion you may call it ; go to, go to. 
Ophelia. And hath given countenance to his speech, 
my Uord, 

With almost all tlie holy vovvs of heaven. 

Polonius. Ау, springes to catch vvoodcocks. Т do 
know, 115 

Wl;ien the blood burns, hovv prodigal the soul 
Lends the tongue vovvs: these blazes, daughter, 

Givdng more light than heat,—extinct in b<jth, 

Even in their promise, as it is a-making,— 

You must not take for fire. From this time, 120 

Ве somewhat scanter of vour maiden prcsence; 

Set your intreatments at a higher rate,j 
Than a commanđ to parley. For Lorđ Haililet, 
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Belicve so niuch in hini, that he is young; 

Anđ with a larger tether may ће walk, 125 

Than may be given you: Jii few, Ophelia, 

Do not believe his vovvs: for they are' brokers 
Not of that dve which their invcstments shovv, 

But шеге iinp^^orators of unholy suits, 

Breathing like sanctified and pious bonds, 130 

The better to beguile. This is for all,— 

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 

Have you so ^lander апу moment’s leisure, 

As to give vvords or talk with thc Lord Hamlet. 

Look to 4 , I chirge you ; come уоиг ways. 135 

Ophelia, I shall obey, my IyOrd. 

f Excunt, 

llAMLET. 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

Hamlet. То be, or not to be, that is the qiiestion : — 
Whether 4 is nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The slings and arrovvs of outrageous fortune; 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And, by opposing, end them ?— То die,—to sleep,— 5 

N0 niore;—and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to,—’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wi.sh’d. То đie ;—to sleep ;— 

То sleep! perchance to drcam ; ау, there’s the rub ; 10 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 

When vve have shuffled off this mortal coil, 

Must give us pause: There’s the respect, 

That makes calainitv of so long life: 

For w’ho woulđ bear the whips anđ scorns of time, 
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The oppressor’s wrong, the prouđ man's contumely, 

The pangs of despis*d love, the law*s delav, 

The iiisolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit bi the unworthy takes, 

When he himself might his quietus make 20 

With a bare j;)odkin ? Who would farđels 1^‘аг, 

То grunt anđ sweat under a weary life; 

Ihit that the dread of something after dcath,— 

The undiscover’d country, from whose bourn 
N0 traveller returns,—puzzles the will : 25 

And niakcs us rather bear those ills we have, 

Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience doth make cowards of us all; 

And tlius the native hue of resolution 

Is sicklied o’er with the palc cast of thought ; 30 

And entcrprises of great pith and nioment, 

With this regard, their currents tdrn awry, 

Aiid lose the nanic of action. 


KINO HKNRY V. 

Аст II 1 . vSCENE I. 

King Henrv. Once niore into the brcach, dear 
friends, once inorc ; 

Or close the wall up with our English dead ? 

Tn peacc, thcre’s nothing so becomes a man, 

As modest stillness, and humility: 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears, 

Then imitate the action of the tiger ; 
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Stiffen the sinews, summon up the bloođ, 

Disguise fair nature with hard-favour’d rage : 

Then lend the еуе a terrible aspect: 

Let it ргу through the portage of the head, lo 

Like the brass cannon ; let the brow o’erwhelm it, 

And fearfully^ as doth a galled rock 
O’erhang and jutty his confounded base, 

Swill*d with the wild and wasteful ocean. 

Now set the teeth, aiid stretch the nostril vvide ; 15 

Hold hard the breath, and bend iip every spirit 
То his full height !—On, 011, yoii noblest English, 

Whose blood i« fet from fathers of war-proof I 
Fathers, that, like so many Alexanders, 

Have, in thcse parts, from morn till even fought, 20 

And sheath’d their swords for lack of argument, 
Dishonour not your mothers; now attcst, 

Tliat those, whom you laird fathcrs, did beget you ! 

Ве сору now to men of grosser blood, 

And teach them how to war !—And you, good уеотеп, 25 
Whose limbs vvere made in England, show us here 
The mettle of your pasture; let us swear 
That you are vvorth your brecding : which I doubt not ; 

For there is iione of vou so шеап and basa, 

That hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 30 

I see you stand like greyhouiids in the slips, 

Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot ; 

Follow уоиг spirit: anđ, upon this charge, 

Сгу —Gođ for Harryi England ! and saint George ! 
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KING RICHARD III. 

Аст I. SCENE IV. 

I.ondon—A room in ihe Towir. 

Enter Clarence and Brakenburv. 

Brakenburv. Why looks уоиг grace so heavily 
to-day ? 

Clarence. O, 1 have pass’d a miserable night, 

So full of fearful dreaiiis, of ugly sights, 

That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 

I would not spend another such a niglit, 5 

Though *twere to buy a world of ћарру days ; 

So full of dismal terror was the time. 

Brakenburv. What was your dream, my Lord ? I 
ргау you tell me. 

Clarence. Methought, that I had brokeii from the 
Tower, 

And was embark*d to cross to Burgundy; 10 

And, in my сошрапу, my brother Gloucester: 

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 

Upon the hatches ; thence we look’d toward Englanđ, 

And cited up a thousand heavy times, 

During the wars of York and Uancaster 15 

That hađ befalBn us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, ^ 

Methought that Gloucester stumbled; and, in falling 
Struck me, that thorght to stay him, over-board, 

Into the tumbling billows of the main. 20 

O Uord f methought, what pain it was to drown ! 

What dreadful noise of water in mine ears,! 

What sights of ugly death within mine eyes I 
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Methought I saw a thoiisanđ fearful wrecks; 

A thousanđ men, that fishes gnaw^đ upoii; 25 

Weđges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 

Inesdmable stones, unvalued jewels, 

All scatter’d in the bottom of the sea: 

Some lay in dtbad men’s skulls ; and in thos® holes 
Where eves did once inhabit, there were crept 30* 

As 4 were in scorn of eyes), reflecting gems, 

That woo*d the slimy bottom of the deep, 

And mock’d t^ie dcad boncs that lay scatter'd by. 

Brakenburj. Had you such leisure in the time of dcatli, 
То gaze upon ^ihese secrets of the deep ? 35 

Clarence, Methought I had : and often did I strive 
То yield the ghost: biit still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
То seek the enipty, vast^ aiid wandTing air; 

But smother 41 it within my panting bulk, 40 

Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 

Brakenburv. Awak*d you not with this sore agony ? 
Clarence. O, no, my drcam was lengthenVl after life ; 

O, then began the tempest to my soul! 

Т pass’d, niethought, the melancholv flood, 45 

With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The first that there did greet my stranger soul, 

Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick ; 

Who cried aloud,—'^What scourge for регјигу 50 

Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence ?*' 

Anđ so he vapished: Then canie wand*ring by 
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood ; and he shriek’d out aloud,— 
“Clarence is come,—false, fleeting, perjur'đ Clarence,— 55 
Th«t stabb'd tne |п the field by Tewksbury ;— 

Seize on him, turies, take him to your torinents!** 
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With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
EnvironM me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the verv noise, 6o 

I trembling wak*d, ппд, for a season after, 

Could not believe but that I was in hell; 

Such terrible impression iiiade my dream. 

Brakenbury, No niarvel, Lord, though it affrighted 
you ; 

I am afraid, methinks, to hear vou tell it. 65 

Clarencc. O, Brakonbur3% I have done tli^ese things— 
That now give evidence against my soul,— 

For Edward’s sake ; and, see, how he reqi 4 es me !— 

O God ! if iny deep prayers caiinot appease thee, 

But thou wilt be aveng’d on my misdeeds, 70 

Yet execute th^^ wrath 011 me alone : 

Г), spare niy guiltless wife and my poor children !— 

I ргау tliee, gentle keeper, stay by me; 

Му soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep. 

Brakenbury, I will, my I,ord ; God give vour grace 
good rest: — 75 

[Clarence reposes himself on a chair 
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours, 

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night, 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toil; 

And, for unfelt imaginations, 80 

They often feel a world of restless cares: 

So that, between their titles and low name, 

There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 
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ТНЕ CHARACTER OF A HAPPY LIFE. 

How ћарру is he born anđ taught, 

That serveth not another’s will; 

Whose armour is his honest thought, 

And simple truth his utmost skill; 

( 

Whose passions not his masters are; 5 

Who 1 se soul is still prepaređ for Death, 

Unti’d unto the world by care 

Of public Famc or private Breath; 

Who envies none that chance doth raise, 

Nor vice; who never undcrstood lo 

How deepest wounđs are given by praise; 

Nor Rulcs of State, but Rules of good. 

Who hath his life from Rumours freed 
Whose conscience is his strong retreat; 

Whose State can neither Flatterers feed, 15 
Nor Ruin make oppressors great; 

Who God doth late and early ргау 
]More of His grace than gifts to lenđ; 

And cntertains the harmless day 

With a Religious Воок or Friend. 20 

This man is freed from servile bands 
Of hope to rise or fear to fall:— 

Lord of himself, though not of lands, 

Anđ, having nothing, yet hath all. 
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SONNET VII. 

How soon hath Time the subtle thief of youth, 

Stolen 011 his wing my three and twentieth усаг ! 

Му hasting days fly on with full career, 

But my late spring no bud or blossom showeth. 

Perhaps my semblance might deceive tlv| truth, 5 

That I to manhood am arrived so near, 

And inward ripeness doth much less appear, 

That somc more timely-happy spirits indueth. 

Yet be it less or more, or soon or slow, 

It shall be still in strictest meži^>ure even, lo 

То that same lot, however mean, or high, 

Toward which Time leads mc, and the will of Heavcn ; 
All is, if I have grace to use it so, 

As ever in my grcat task-niaster^s еус. 


SONNET XVI. 

\Vhen I consider how my light is spent, 

E’er half my days, in this đark wo/lđ anđ wide, 

And that one Talent which is death to hide, 

Lodged with mc useless, though my Soul moVe bent 
То serve therewith my Maker, and present 5 

Му true account, lest he returning chide, 

‘‘Doth God exact day-labour, light denied,'* 

I fondly ask; but patience to prevent 
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That murmor, soon replies, “God doth not need 

Either maii’s work ог his own gifts. Who best lo 
Bear his mild yoke,*they serve him best. His State 
Is Kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed 
And post o’er Land and Ocean without rest. 

They afeo serve who oiily stand and wait/’ 


IL PENSEROSO. 

Hence vain deluding joys, 

The b^tbod of folly withoiit father bred. 

How little you bestead, 

Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys; 

Dwell in some idle brain, 5 

And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess, 

As thick and numberless 
As thc gay niotes that people the sunbeams, 

Or likest hovering dreams 
The fickle pensioners of Morpheus* train. 10 
But hail thou Goddess, sage and holv ! 

Hail divinest Melancholy ! 

Whose saintly visage is too bright 
То hit the seiise of human sight; 

And therefore to our weaker view, 15 

O’erlaid with black, staid Wisdom*s hue. 

Black, but such as in esteem, 

Prince Memnon's sister might beseem, 

Or that starred Ethiope Queen that strove 

То set her beauty’s praise above 20 

The Sea Nymphs, and their powers offendcd. 

Yet thou art higher far descended: 

Thee bright-haired Vesta long of уоге 
То solftary vSaturn bore; 
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His daughter she; in Saturn^s reign 25 

Such mixture was not held a stain. 

Oft in glimmering bowers and glades 
Не met her, and in secret shades 
Of woody Ida*s inmost grove, 

Whilsttyet there was 110 fear of Jove# 30 

Come pensive Nun, devout and pure, 

Sober, steadfast and demure, 

All in a robe of darkest graiii, 

Flowing with niajestic train, 

And sable stole of Cvpress lawn, 35 

Over thy decent shouldcrs drawn. 

Come; but keep thy wonted state, 

With even step, and musing gait, 

And looks conimcrcing with thc skics, 

Thy rapt soul sitting in Ihine evcs: 40 

Therc hcld in holy passion still, 

Forget thyself to marble, till 
With a sad lcaden downward cast 
Thou fix them 011 thc carth as fast. 

And join with thcc calni Peace and Quiet, 45 

Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet, 

And hears the Muscs in a ring 
Ауе round about Jove\s altar sing. 

And add to these retired Leisure 

That in trim gardens takes his plcasure; 50 

But first, and chicfcst, with thce bring, 

Him that уоп soars on golden wing, 

Gniding the ficry-whceled throne, 

The Cherub Contcmplation, 

And the mute Silence hist along, 55 

’Less Philomel will deign a song, 

In her sweetest saddest plight, . 

Smoothing the rugged brow of Night, 
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Whilc Cynthia checks her Dragon уоке 

Gently o’er the accustomed Oak. 6o 

Sweet Rirđ, that shunn’st the noise of folIy, 

Most musical, most melancholy’! 

Thee, Chauntrcss oft the woođs among 
I woo \o hear thy cveii-song; 

And, missing thee, I walk unsecn 65 

On the dry smoolh-shaven green, 

То behold the wandering Moon, 

Riding ncar hcr highest noon, 

Like one Ihat liad bcen led astray 

Througll the Heavcn's wide pathless way, 70 

And oft, as if her hcad she bovvcd, 

Stooping through a Аеесу cloud. 

Oft, on a plat of rising ground 
I hear thc far-off Curfew’ sound, 

Over some \vide-w’ateređ shore, 75 

Svvinging slow with sullcn roar; 

Or if the air will not pennit, 

Some still removcd place will fit, 

Wherc glovving Embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfcit a gloom, 80 

Far from all resort of mirth, 

Savc :hc cricket on the hcarth, 

Or thc bellman’s dro\vsy charm 
То bless the doors from nightlv harm. 

Or let my lamp, at midnight hour 85 

Ве seen in some high lonelv tower, 

Where ^ may oft out-watch the Bear, 

With thricc-great Hcrmes, or unsphere 
The spirit of Plato, to unfold 

What worlđs or whajt vast regions hold 90 

Thc innnortal mind, that hath forsook 
Her mansion in this fleshly nook; 
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And of those demons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or underground, 

Whose power hath a ^гцр conseiit 95 

With Planet,* or with Elemeiit. 

Sometime let gorgeous Tragedy 
In scc^tred pall conie sweeping by,f 
Presenting Thebes, or Pelops* line, 

Or the tale of Тгоу divine; 100 

Or what (thougli rarc) of later age 
Eniioblcd hath the buskin 41 stage. , 

But O sad Virgin, that thy power 
^light raise Musieus from his bovv ?r, 

Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing 105 

Such notcs as warbled to the string 
Drew iron tears dovvn Pluto*s check, 

And made Hell grant what Love did seek. 

Or call up him that lcft half told 

Thc story of Canibuscan bold, iio 

Of Camball, and of Algarsife, 

And who had Canace to wife, 

That owncd that virtuous ring and glass, 

And of the wondrous horsc of brass, 

On which the Tartar King did ride: 115 

And if aught else great bards beside 
In sage and solemn tunes have sung, 

Of tourneys, and of trophies hung; 

Of forests, and enchantments drear, 

Where more is meant than ineets the ear. 120 
Thus Night oft see me in thy pale career 
’l'ill civil-suiteđ Morn appear, 

Not trick’d and froimced as she was wont 
With the Attic Воу to hunt, 

But kerchieft in a comely clouđ,^ 125 

While rocking winds are piping loud, 
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Or usher’d with a shower still, 

When the gust hath blown his fill, 

Enđing on the rustling leaves 

With minute drops from off the eaves. 130 

And when the sun begins to fling 

His flar^ing beams, me, Gođđess, brii^ 

То arched walks of twilight groves, 

And shadows brown that Sylvan loves, 

Of pine, or monumental oak, 135 

Where the riiđe ахе, with heaved strokc, 

Was never heard thc Nymphs to daiint 
Or frighty(<hem from their hallowed haunt. 

Thcre in close covert by somc brook, 

Whcrc 110 profaner еуе шау look, 140 

Hide ше from day*s garish суе, 

While thc bec with honied thigh 
That at hcr floweiy work doth sing, 

And the waters murmuring 

With such consort as they keep 145 

Entice the dewy-feather’d sleep ; 

And let some strange mysterious drcam 
Wave at his wings in airy stream 
Of livcly portraiture display 41 , 

Softly on my eyelids laid. 

And, as I w’ake, s\veet music brcathe 
Abovc, about, or underneath, 

Sent by some spirit to mortals good, 

Or the unsecn genius of the wood. 

But let my due feet never fail 
То vv’alk the studious cloister's pale, 

Anđ love the high-embowed roof, 

With antique pillars massy-proof, 

And storied windows richlv dight 
Casting a'diih religious light. 
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There let the pealing organ blow, 

То the full-voiced quire below, 

In service high and anthems clear, 

As may with* sweetness, through mine ear 
Dissolve me into extasies, 165 

And b^ing all Heaven before niine efcs. 

And may at last шу weary age 
Find out the pcaceful herniitage, 

The hairy gown and mossy cell, 

Where I may sit and rightly spell 170 

Of every star that Heaveii doth shew, 

Anđ evcry herb that sips the dew, 

Till old experieiice do attain 
То something likc prophetic strain. 

These pleasnres, Mclancholy, give, 175 

And I with thee will choose to live. 



ANDREW MARVELL. 


AN HORATIAN ODE UPON CROMWELE'S RETURN 
FROM IREEAND. 


Thr forwarcl youth that would appear 
Must now forsake his Muses dear, 

N^r iii the shadows sing 
His num]xirs languishing. 

’Tis tinie to lcavc the books in dust, 5 

And oil thc imuscd armour’s rust, 

Rcmoving froni the wall 
Thc corslct of the hall. 

So restlcss Cromwcll could not cease 
In thc inglorious arts of pcace, 10 

But through adventurous \var 
Urgćd his activc star. 

And, likc the three-fork’d lightning, ftrst 
Breaking the clouds \vhere it \vas nursed, 

Did through his own side 15 

His fiery \vay divide. 

For ’tis all one to courage high 
The emulous or enemv ; 

Axid \vith such, to inclose 

Is more than to oppose. 20 
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Then burning through the air he \vent, 
And palaces and temples rent: 

And Caesar's heađ at last 
Did through his laurels blast. 


'Tis madness to resist or blann^ 25 

The force of angry heaven's flame: 

And if we would speak true, 

Much to the Man is due. 

Who, from his private gardens where 
Не lived reservcd and aiistere, 30 

As if his highest plot 
То plant the Bergamot, 

Could by industrious valour climb 
То win the great work of time, 

Aiul cast the Kingdoms old 35 

Into another mould. 

Though Justice against Fate complain, 

And plead the ancicnt Rights in vain: 

But those do hold or break 

As men are strong or weak. 40 

Nature, that hateth emptincss, 

Allows of penetration less: 

And therefore must make room 
Where greater spirits come. 

Whdt field of all the Civil Wars, 45 

Where his were not the deepest scars? 

And Hampton shews what part 
Не had of wiser art. 
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Where, twining subtle fears with hope, 

Не wove a net of such a scope, 50 

That Charles .himself might chase 
То Carisbrook’s narrow case 

Th^ thence the Koyal actor born® 

The tragic scaffold might adoni: 

While round thc armed bands 55 

Did clap their bloody hands. 

( 

Не no^hing common did or mean 
Ui)on^ that memorable scene : 

Bnt with his keeiier сус 

The axe*s cdge did try: 60 

Nor caird tlie Gods with vulgar spite 
То vindicate his helpless right, 

But bow’d his comely head, 

Down as upon a bed. 

This was that meniorable hour 65 

Which first assurM the forced power. 

So when thcy did design 
Thc CapitoVs first line, 

A bleeding Hcad where the}’' bcgun, 

Did fright^thc architccts to run; ,70 

And yet in that the State 
Fq^esaw its ћарру fate. 

And now the Irish are asham’d 
То see themselves in one уеаг tam*đ: 

Sok miich one man can do, 

THat doth both act and know. 
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They can affirm his praises best, 

And have, though overcome, confessed 
How good he is,,how just, 

And f?t for highest trust: 80 

Npr yet growm stiffer with convnand, 

But still in the Republic’s haiid: 

How fit he is to sway 
Tliat can so well obey. 

Не to the common feet presents 85 

A kingdom, for his first уеаг .^rents: 

And, what he may, forbears 
His fame to make it theirs: 

And has his sword and spoils ungirt, 

То lay them at the public's skirt. 90 

So when thc falcon high 
Falls heavy from the sky, 

She, having kilBd, 110 more does search, 

But 011 the next green bough to perch ; 

Where, when he first does lure, 95 

The falconer has her sure. 

What may not then our Isle presume 
While victory his crest does plume ? 

What may not others lFear 

If thus he crown each усаг? loo 

A Caesar he ere long to Gaul, 

То Italy an Haunibal, 

And to all states not fre^ 

Shall climacteric be. 
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The Pict 110 shelter now shall find 105 

Within his party-colour*d mind; 

But from this valour sad 
Shrink underneath the plaid : 

if in the tufted brake 

The Unglish hunter him mistake. iio 

Nor lay his hounds in near 
The Caledonian deer. 

ButShou the War’s and Fortune’s son 
Магс^' indefatigably 011: 

And for the last effect 115. 

Still keep thy sword erect; 

Besides the force it has to fight 
The spirits of thc shady night, 

Thc same arCs that did gain 
A power must it maintain. 


120 ' 



HENRY VAUGHAN. 


DEPARTED FRIENDS. 

They are all gone into the world of light^! 

And I sit ling’ring here ! 

Their verv шетогу is fair and bright, 

And my sad thoughts doth clear. 

It glows and glittcrs in my cloudy brcast 5 

Like stars upon some gloomy. j^rove, 

Of those faint beams iii which this hill is drest 
After the suiPs remove. 

Т sec theni walking in an air of glory, 

Whose light doth trample on my days ; lo- 

Му days, which are at best biit chill and hoary, 

Мете glimmering and dccays. 

O holy Норе ! and high Humility ! 

High as the Heavens above ; 

These are your walks, and you liave shew*đ them me 15. 
То kinđle my cold love. 

Dear, beauteous Death; thc Jewell of the Just! 

Shiiling nowhere but in the dark ; 

What mysteries đo lie beyonđ thy dusj, 

Coulđ nian outlook that mark ! ' 
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Не that hath foimd some fledg’d bi/d’s nest may know 
At first sight of the bird be flown; 

But what fair dell or grovc he sings in novv, 

That is to him unknovvn. 

And yet, as, Angels in some brighter dreams 25 

Call to the soul when man doth sleep, 

So some strange thoughts transcend our wonted 
thcnies, 

And into glory pcep. 

If a star vvci; confinM into a tomb, 

Hcr captive flanies must needs burn there ; 30 

But \vhen the liand that lockcd hcr up givcs rooni 
She’ll shine through all the sphere. 

O Father of eternal hfe, and all 
Created glories onder Thec! 

Resunie Thy spirit frotn this vvorkl of thrall 35 

Into truc liberty 1 

Either disperse these mists, vvhich blot and fill 
Му perspective still as they pass: 

Or else remove шс liencc unto that hill, 

Where I shall need 110 glass. 
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ТО MY DEAR FRIIiND MR. CONGREVE 
ON HIS COMEDV CALLED THE 

DOUBLE dealer. 

Well then, the pr.omiseđ hour is ccme at last, 

The prcseiit age of wit obscures the past: 

Stroiig^ were our sires, anđ as they fought they writ, 
Conquering with forcc of arms anel đint of wit: 
Theirs was the giant race before the flood ; 5 

And thus, when Charles returncd, our Empire stood. 
Lihe Jaiius, he the stubborn soil manurcd, 

With rules of husbandry the rankness cured; 

Tamed us to manncrs, when the stage was rude, 

And boisterous English wit with art enđued. lo 

Our age was cultivated thus at lcngth, 

But what wc gaincd in skill wc lost in strength. 

Our builders were with want of genius cursed; 

The second temple was not like the first; 

Till з^ои, the best Vitruvius, come at length, 15 

Our beauties equal, but cxcell our strcngth. 

Firm Doric pillars found your solid base, 

The fair Corinthian Crowns the higher space; 

Thus all, l>elow is strcngth, and all above ir grace. 

In easy dialogue is Fletcher’s praise ; 20 

Не nioved the mind, but hađ not power to raise. 

Great Jonson đid by strength of juđgment please, 

Yet, doubling Fletcher’s force, he wan^s hls ease. 
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In differing talents both ađorneđ tlieir age, 

One for the study, t^otlier for the stage. 25 

But both to Congreve justly shall submit, 

One matched iii judgment, both o’ermatched in \vit. 

In him all bcauties of this age \ve sce 

Etheridge liis courtship, Bouthern’s purity, 

f'he satire, wit, aiul strength of manly Wycherly. 30 

All this iii blooming youth you have achieved; 

Nor are your foiled contemporaries gricved. 

So much the swcetness of your maiiners move, 

We cannot envy you, because \vc love. 

Fabius migh>^ јоу in Scipio, when he sa\v 35 

A beardless Consul made against the law, 

Aiid join his suffrage to the votes of Rome, 

Though he with Haimibal \vas ovcrcomc. 

Thus old Romano bowcd to Raphaers fame, 

Anđ scholar to the /oiith he tanght bccanie. 40 

Oh that your brovvs my laurel had sustained ! 

Well had I been deposed, if you had rcigned : 

The father had descended for the son, 

For only you are lineal to the throne. 

Thus, when the State one Edward did depose, 45 

A greater Edvvard in his rooni arose: 

But now, not I, but poctry is cursed; 

For Tom the second reigns like Tom the first. 

But let them not mistake my patron’s part 
Nor call his charity their own desert. 50 

Yet this I prophesy,—^Thou shall be seen, 

Though with some short parenthesis between, . 

High on the throne of \vit, and, seated there, 

Not mine—that’s little—but thy laiirel \vear: 

Thy first attempt an earW promise made; 

That early promise this has more than paiđ. 


55 



DRYDEN 


35 


So bolđ, yet so juđicioiisly you dare, 

That your least praise is to be regular. 

Time, place, and action may. vvith pains be vvrought, 

But genius niust 15 е born, aiid never can be tanght. 6o 
This is vour portion, this your native store : 

Heaven, tljat but once was prodigal befofe, 

То Shakespeare gave as much ; she could not give him 
more. 

Maintain your post: that^s all thc fan|e you need; 
For 4 is impossible you should proceed 65 

Alreatiy I am worn with cares and a^, 

And just abandoning thc ungrateful stage : 

Unprofitably kept at Heavcn’s expcnse, 

I live a rent-charge 011 His providence: 

But you, whom every Muse and grace ađorn, 70 

Whom I foresee to better fortune l>oni, 

Ве kind to my remains ; and oh, defcnd, 

Against your judgment, vour departed friend ! 

Let not the insulting foe my fame pursue, 

But shade those laurels which descend to you : 75 

And take for tribute what thcsc lincs exprcss; 

You merit more, nor could my love do less. 



EDWARD YOUNG. 


FROM NIGHT THOl^GHT^I. 

Of nian’s miraciilous mistakes, this bears 
The palm, “That all meii are about to live,*^ 

For ever on the brink of being born. 

All рау themselves the compliment to think 

Thcy one day shall iiot drivel : and their pride 5 

On this reversi >n takes up rcady praise; 

At least their ovvii ; their future selves applauds ; 

Hovv excellent that life they ne’er vvill lead 1 
Timc lodg’d in their o\\ n hands is folly’s vails; 

Tliat lodg’d in fate^s, to vvisdom they coiisign ; lo 

The thing they can’t but purpose, they postpone; 

’Tis iiot in folly, not to scorn a fool ; 

And scarcc in human wisdom to do niore. 

All promise is poor dilatory man, 

And that thro’ ev’ry stage : when young, indeed, 15 
In full content we, sometimes, nobly rest, 

Unanxious for ourselves; and onlv vvish, 

As duteous sons, our fathers were niore vvise. 

At thirty niaii suspects hiniself a fool; 

Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan ; 20 

At fiftv^ chiđes his iiifanious delav, 

Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve; 

In all the magnanimitv of thought 

Resolves; ancl rc-resolvcs; thcn dies the same. 

And why ? Becausc he thinks himself inimortal. 25 
All men think all men mortal but thcmselves;‘ 
Themselves, vvhen somc alarming shock of fate 
Strikes thro* their vvounded hearts the sudden dread; 
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But their hearts wounđeđ, like the wounded air, 

Soon close ; where passed the shaft, no trace is found. 30 
As from the wing: no scar the sky retains; 

The parted wave 110 furrow from the keel; 

So dics in human hearts thc thought of death. 

Evhi with» the tcnder tear which naturc^ sheds 

O’er those we love, we drop it in their gravc. 35 

Can I forget Philander ? Tliat were strange ! 

O my full heart—Bui should Т give it vent, 

The longest iiight, though longer far, w%uld fail, 

And thc lark listen to шу midnight spng. 

The spritcly lark’s shrill matin wakes the niorn ; 40 

Grief’s sharpest thorn hard pressing on шу breast, 

I strive, with wakcful mclody, to chcer 
The sulleii glooni, svveet Philomel 1 like thce, 

And call the stars to listcn : Tjver^ star 

Is deaf to niine, eiianiour’d of thv lay. 45 

Yet be not vain; there are, who thine excel, 

And charm thro’ distant ages: wrapt in shade, 
Pris’ner of darkness! to the silent hours, 

How often I repeat their rage divine, 

То lull my griefs, and stcal my heart froni woe ! 50 

I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 

Dark, tho’ not blind, like thee, Moconides! 

Or, Milton ! thee; ah could I reach уоиг strain ! 

Ог his, who made Moeonides our own. 

Man too he suiig: immortal man f sing ; 55 

Oft bursts my song beyonđ the botinds of life; 

What,^ now, but immortality can please^ 

O had he press’d his theme, pursu’d thc track, 

Which ppens out of darkness into day! 

O had he, mounted on his wing of fire, 60 

Soar’d where I sink, anđ sung immortai man ! 

How hađ it blest mankind, anđ rescu’d ше ! 



ALEXANDER POPE. 


PART OF THE EPISTLE ТО DR. ARBUTHNOT. 

Wh3^ did I write? What sin to ше unknovvn 
Dipt me in inlv ? Му parenPs, or my own ? 

As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 

I lisped in numbers, for the numbcrs came. 

I left no calling for this idle trade, 5 

No duty brokc, no fathcr disobeved ; 

Thc Muse but served to ease some friend, not wife, 

То help me through thisOong diseasc, my lifc; 

То second, Arbuthnot ! thv art aiid care, 

And teach the being vou preserved to lx?ar. lo 

But why then publish? Granville the politc, 

And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could writc; 
Well-naturc(l Oarth inflamcd with early i'>raisc ; 

And Congreve lovcd, and Swift endured my lays ; 

The courtly Talhot, Somers, Sheffield reađ ; 15 

Even mitred Rocheliter would iiod thc head, 

And St. John^s sclf (great Drvden’s friends before) 

With open arms receivcđ one Poct morc. 

Нарру my studies when by these approveđ! 

Happier their author, when by these beloved ! 20 

From these the. worlđ will judge of men and boaks, 

Not from the Burnets, 01 dmixons, and Cookes. 

Soft were шу iiumbcrs; who could take offcnce 
While pure dcscription held the place of sense? 

Like gentle Fann^'s was my flower3^ thenie, 25 

A painted mistress, or a purling stream. 
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Yet tlieu did Gildon draw his vcnal quill; 

I wished the man a dinner anđ sate still. 

Yet then did Dcnnis rave in fiirious fret; 

I ncver answered—I*was not in debt. 30 

If want provoked, or madness madc them print, 

I ^aged no v<ar with Bedlam or the Mint. > 

Did some more sober critic comc abroad— 

If wron^-, I smilcd, if right, I kissed the rod. 

Pains, rcadinp:, study, are thcir just prctcnce, 35 

And all thev waiit is spirit, taste and sen%e. 

Commas aiid points thcy sct exactly rigjit, 

And ’tvvcrc a sin to rob tliem of tlieir nilte ; 

Yet ne’cr one sprig of laurcl graccd thcse ribalds, 

P'rom slashing Bcntlcv down to piddling Tibalds : 40 

Kach wiglit, who rcads not, and bnt scans and spells, 
liach wor^l-catcher, that livcs 011 ^syllablcs, 
livcn such small critics, somc rcgard may claim, 

Prcservcd in Miltoii’s or in Shakcspcare’s namc. 

Pretty ! in anibcr to observc the forms 45 

Of hairs, or stravvs, or dirt, or gnibs, or worms! 

Tho tliings wc know are ncither rich nor rare, 

But wonder how the dcvil they got therc. 

Werc othcrs angry—I cxcuscd them too; 

Wcll might thcy rage, I gave them but thcir due. 50 
A man’s truc mcrit ’tis not hard to find ; 

But each man’s sccret standard in his mind, 

That casting-vvcight pride adds to cmptiiiess, 

This, who can gratify, for who can guess? 

Thc bard whcm pilfered pastorals rcnowm,, 55 

Who turns a Persian tale for half-a-crown, 

Just writqs to makc his barrenness appear, 

And strains from harđ-bonnd brains eight lines a уеаг ; 

Не, who still w^anting, though he live^ oq theft, 

Stcals much, spends little, yct has nothinž: left: 6 » 
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Anđ he, who now to sense, now nonsense leaiiing, 

Means not, but blunders round about a meaning; 

And he whose fustian’s so sublimely bad, 

It is not poetry, but prose run madT 

All these, my modest Satire bade translate, 65 

And owned that nine such poets made a ^Tate. 

How did they fume, and stamp, and roar, and chafe! 
And swear, not Addison himself was safe. 

Peace to 'all such ! but were there one whose fircs 
True genins l^indlcs, and fair fame inspires; 70 

Blest with each talent, and each art to please, 

And born to wi^te, converse, and livc with ease: 

Should such a man, too fond to rulc alone, 

Bcar, like the Turk, 110 brother near the throne, 

View him with scornfiil, yet with jealous eyes, 75 

Aiid hate for arts that caused himself to rise; 

Damii with faint praise, assent with civil leer, 

And, without sneering, teach the rest to sneer; 

Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike, 

Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike; 80 

Alike reserved to blame, or to commend, 

A timoroiis foe, and a suspicious friend; 

Dreading e’en fools, by flatterers besieged, 

And so obliging that he ne’er obliged; 

Like Cato, give his little Senate laws, 85 

And sit attentive to his own applause; 

While wits and Templars every sentence raise, 

Aiid wonder with a foolish face of praise— 

Who but must laugh, if such a man there be? 

Who would not weep, if Atticus were he! 90 
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ТНЕ UJNIVERSAL PRAVER. 

Fatl'jer of all! iii ev*Ty age, 

In ev’rv clime adored, 

Ву saiiit, by savage, and by sage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord. 

Thou Great First Cause, least understood! 
Who all my seiise confined 

То know but this, that Thou art good, 

And that myself am blind ; 

Yet gavc me in this đaj-k estate. 

То see the good from ill: 

And binding Naturc fast in Fate, 

Left frce the human will. 

What conscience dictates to be done, 

Or warns me not to do, 

Tliis teach me more than hell to shun, 
That, morc than heav’n pursue. 

What blessings Thy free bounty gives 
Let me not cast away; 

For God is paid when шап receives ; 

Т’ епјоу is to obcy. 

Y.et not to earth's contracted span 
Thy goodness let me bound, 

Or think Thee Lorđ alone of maij, 

When thoiisand worlds are rountl: 
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Let not this weak, unknowing haiict 25 

Presume Thy bolts to throw, 

And deal damnation round the land, 

On each I judge Thy foe. 

If I arn right Thy grace impart 

Still in the right to stay : 30 

If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
То fiiid that better way. 

Save me alike from foolish pride, 

Or‘impious discontent, 

At aught Thy wisdom has denied, 35 

Or aught Thy goodness lent. 

Teach me to fecl another’s \voc. 

То hide the fault I see; 

That шегсу I to others show, 

That тсгсу show to ше. 40 

]Mean though I ani, not \vholly so. 

Since quickened by l'h^ breath: 

Oh lead nie wheresoc’cr I go, 

Through this day’s life or death. 

This day, be bread and peace my lot; 45 

All else bcneath the sun, 

Thou know’st if bcst bestowed or not, 

And let ТКу \vill be done. 

То Thee, whosc temple is all space, 

Whose altar earth, sea, skies, 50* 

Ope qJiorys let all beine raise; 

All*Nature’s incense rise. 



WILTJAM COIvLINS. 

HOW SLEEP THE BRAVE. 

OdK \VRITTKN IN TIIK BKOlNNINrT ОК ТПК VKAR 1746. 

How sleep the brave, wlio sink to rest, 

Ву all thcir couiitry*s wishes blest ! 

Wheti Spring-, w'ith dewy. fingers colđ, 

Returiis to deck their hallowed moukl, 

She tlicre shall dress a sweeter sod 5 

^'haii P'ancv’s fcct have evcr trod. 

Bv fairy hands their knell is rung; 

Ву forms unseen thcir đirge is sung; 

Thcre Honour comes, a pilgrim gray, 

То blcss thc turf that wraps their clay; lo 

And Frcedom shall awhile repair 
То dw’ell a wceping hermit there ! 
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SAMUKL JOHN'SON. 

FROM THE VANITV OF HUAIAN WISHES. 

Where then shall Норе and Fear their objccts find? 
Must dull suspense corrupt thc stagnant mind? 

Must helpless man in ignorance sedatc, 

JRoll darkling aown the torreiit of his fate? 

Must no dislike alarm, no wishes rise, 5 

No cries invoke the niercies of the skies? 

Inquirer, cease; petitions yet remain, 

Which Heavhi may hear: nor deem Religion vain. 

Still raise for good the supplicating voice 

But leave to Heav'n the measure and thc choice. lo 

Safe in his pow*r, whose eyes discern afar 

The secret ambush of a specious ргауТ, 

Implore his aid, in his decisions rest, 

Secure, whate*er he gives, he gives the best. 

Yet when the sense of sacred presence fires, 15 

And strong devotion to the skies aspires, 

Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind, 

Obedient passions, and a will resign’d; 

For love, which scarcc collective man can fill; 

For patience, sov’reign o’er transmuted ill; 20 

For faith, that panting for a happier seat, 

Counts death kind Nature’s signal of retreat. 

These goods for man the laws of Heav’n ordain, 

These goods he grants, who grants the pow’r to gain ; 
With these c^lest^l wisdom calms the mind, 25 

And makes tHe happiness she does not finđ. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MR. ROBERT LEVET. 

Condenm’d to Hopc’s delusive mine, 

As on we toil from dav to day, 

Ву sudden blasts, or slow decline, 

Our social coinforts drop away. 

\Vcll try’d tlirough niauy a varying уеаг, 5 

Sce Levet to the grave dcscend, 

Ofiicious, iniiocent, sincere, 

Of cv’ry friendlcss name the friend 


Yet still hc fills affection’s еуе, 

Obscurcly wisc, and coarscly kind; то 

Nor, letter’d Arrogance, dcny 
Thy praise to inerit unrefin’d. 

When faintiiig naturc call’d for aiđ, 

And hov’ring death prcpar’d the bloAV, 

His vigorous remcdy displayed 15 

Thc povvcr of art without thc show. 

In miscrv’s darkest cavern known, 

His useful care was ever nigh, 

Whcre hopeless Anguish pour’d his groan, 

And lonely want rctir’d to die. 20 

N0 sumnions mock’d by chill delay, 

‘ N0 petty gain disdain’d by pride; 

The mode.st wants of ev’ry day 
The toil of ev’ry đay supplieđ. 
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His Virtues walk 41 their narrbw rounđ, 25 

Nor mađe a pause, iior left a void; 

And sure th* Eternal Master found 
The single talent well emploj^’d. 

The bjiisy day—the peaceful night, 

Unfelt, uncounted, glided by; 30 

His frame was firm—his powers were bright, 
Though 110w his eightieth уеаг was nigh. 

Then with 110 fiery throbbing pain, 

N0 c6ld gradations of decay, 

Death broke at once the vital chain, 35 

And freed his soiil the nearest way. 



THOMAS GRAY. 


ГНЕ PROGRESS OF POES^. 

Л PlNDARlC Odi:. 

I. 

1. A\vake, ^ЕоИаи lyre, avv'ake, 

And givc to rapture all thy trcmbling strings. 

From Helicon’s harmonious springs 

A thousand rills their mazy progress takc : 

The laughing flovvers that round them blow, 5 

Drink life and fragrancc as thvH’ flovv. 

No\v thc rich stream of music \vinds along, 

Deep, majestic, sniooth, anđ strong, 

Through verdant vales, and Ceres’ golden reign : 

Now rolling down the steep amain, 10 

Headlong, impetuous, see it pour; 

The rocks and nodding groves rebellovv to the roar. 

2. Oh ! Sov’reign of the willing soul, 

Parent of sweet and solemn-brcathing airs, 

Enchanting shell! the sullen Cares 15 

And frantic Passions hear thy soft*control. 

On Thracia’s hills the Tord of War 
Has curb’đ the fury of his car, 

And dropt his thirsty lance at thy command. 

Perching "on the sceptred hand 20 

Of Jove, thy magic luMs the feather’d king 
With ruffled plumes anđ flagging wing: 
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Quench 4 l in đark clouds of slumber lie 

The tcrror of his beak, anđ lightnings of his еуе. 

3. Thee tlie voice, the dance, obfcv, 25 

ТешрегЧ! to thy warbled lay. 

ОЧг Idalia’s j^elvet-green 

Thc rosy-crowned Loves are seen 

On Cytherea*s day; 

With antic Sports, and blue-cycd Pleasures, 30 

Frisking light in frolic nieasurcs; 

Now ]>ursuing, uow retrcatiiig, 

Now in circliiig troops thcy meet : 

То brisk notes in cadence bcating, 

Glance their many-twinkling feet. 35 

Slow melting strains their Queen’s approach declare : 

Where 4 r shc turns, thc Graces homage рау. 

With arms sublime, that float upon the air, 

In gliding state she wins her casy w^ay : 

O’cr her w’arm check, and rising bosom, move 40 

The bloom of young Desire and purple light of Love. 


II. 

т. Man’s fecble race w’hat ills aw’ait. 

Labour, and Репигу, the racks of Pain, 

Disease, and Sorrow?'s weeping train, 

And Death, sad reiuge from the storms of Fate ! 45 

The fond complaint, ту Song, disprove, 

Anđ justifv the law’s of Jove. 

Say, has he givhi in vain the heavenly Miise? 

Night and all her sickly dews, 

Her spectrcs wan, anđ birđs of bođing сгу, 50 

Не gives to range the đreary sky; 
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Till dowii the easterri cliffs afar 

IIyperion*s march they spy» and glittering shafts of war. 


2. In climcs beyond the solar road, 

Where shaggy forms o’cr icc-bnilt moiintains roam, 55 
The Musc hae# broke the twilight gloom 
То checr the shivering native’s diill abode. 

And oft, beneath the od’rous shade 
tlf Chili’s boundlcss forests laid, 

She deigns to' hear the savage youth repcat. 60 

In loose iiumbers \vild1y swect, 

Their feather-cincturcd chicfs, and dusky lovcs. 

Hcr track, whcrc’er the Ooddess roves, 

Glory pursuc, and gen’rous Shame, 

Th’ unconqucrablc Mind, and Frecdoni’s holy flame. 65 


3. Woods, that wave o’er Dcll)hi’s stcep, 

Isles, that crown th’ ЛЈ^еап dccp, 

Fields, that cool Ilissus laves, 

Or whcre Maeander’s ambcr waves 

In lingeriiig lab’rinths crcep, 70 

How do vour tuneful Kchocs languish, 

Mute, but to thc voicc of anguish ! 

Where cach old poetic mountain 
Inspiration breathed around; 

Ev’ry shade and hallow’d fountain 75 

Murmur’d dcep a solemn sound : 

Till the sad Nine, in Greece’s evil hour, 

Left thdr raniassus for thc Latian plainL 
Alike they scorn the pomp of Tyrant Power 

And cowtird Vice, that revels in her chains. 80 

When Latium had her lofty spirit lost, 

They sought, oh Albion ! next, thy sea-encVcied coast. 

D 
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III. 

1. Far from the sun aiicl siimmer-gale, 

In thy green lap was Nature’s Dailing laid, 

What time, where lucid Avou stray’d, 85 

То him the mighty Mother did unveil 
Her awful face : the dauntless Child 
Stretch’d forth his little arms and smiled. 

‘*This peiicil take (she said), whosc colours clear 
Richly paint the vernal уеаг : 90 

Thine too these golden keys, immortal Воу ! 

This can unlock thc gates of Јоу; 

Of Horror that, and thrilling P'ears, 

Or ope the sacred sourcc of sympathctic Tears.” 

2. Nor second Не, that rode sublime 95 

Upon the seraph-wiiigs of Extasy, 

Thc secrets of tli’Abyss to spy. 

Не pass’d the flamiiig bounds of Place and Time: 

The living Thione, the sapphire-blaze, 

Where Angels trenible while they gaze, 100 

Не saw; but, blasted with excess of light, 

Closed his eyes in endless night. 

Behold, wherc Dryden’s lcss presumptuous car, 

Wide o’er the fields of Glory bear 

Two coursers of ethereal racc, 105 

With necks in thunder clothed, and long-resounding 
pace, 

3. Hark, his hands thc lyre explore! 

Bright-eyeđ Fancy, hov’ring o*er, 

Scatters from her pictured urn 
Thoughts that breathe, anđ words that burn. 
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But ah! 4 is hearcl 110 more— 

Oh I lyre divine, what daring Spirit 
Wakes thee now? Though he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor'^ample pinion, 

That the Theban Eagle bear, 115 

Sailing with,supreme dominion 
Through the azure deep of air: 

Yet oft before his infant eyes woulđ riin 
Such forms as glitter in the Muse^s гау, 

With orient hucs, uiiborrow’d of the Sun 120 

Yet shall he moiint, and keep his distant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 

Bcncath the Good how far—biit far above the Great. 



OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 

THE TRAVELLER OR A PROSP^CT OF SOCIETV. 

Ivemote, imfriendecl, melancholy slovv, 

Or by the lazy Schelđ or vvandering Po : 

Or cnvvard, vvhere the rude Carinthian boor 
Against the houseless stranger shuts the door ; 

Or wherc Cainpania’s plain forsakcn lies, 5 

A vveary vv^aste, expanding to the skies ; 

Where’er I roani, vvhatever realnis to sce, 

Му heart untraveH’d fondly tiirns to thee ; 

Still to Јпу brother turns, vvith ccascless pain, 

And drags at cach remove a lengthening chain. lo 

Eternal blcssings crovvn niy earliest fricnd, 

And round his dvvelling Guardian Saints attend : 

Blest be that spot vv’here cheerful guests retire 
То pause from toil, and trim their evening fire : 

Blcst that abode vv’here vvant and pain repair, 15 

And every stranger hnds a rcady chair : 

Blest bc those feasts vvith simple plcnty crovvn’d, 

Whcre all the ruddy famiE^ around 
Laugh at the jests or jiranks that ncver fail, 

Or sigh vv’itli pity at sonic inournful talc ; 20 

Or press the bashful stranger to his food, 

And learii the liixury of doing good. 

But me, not destin’d siich delights to share, 

Му prinie of life in vvandering spcnt and care ; 

InipcH’d, vvith stcps unceasing, to pursue 25 

Some fleeting good, that mocks nie vvdth the vievv 
That, like the circle bounđing earth and skies, 

Allures from far, yet, as I follovv', flies ; 

Му fortune leads to traverse reahns alone, 

4nd find no spot of all the vvorld my own. 30 
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E’eii naw, where Alpine solitudes ascend, 

I sit me down a pensive hour to spenđ ; 

And plac’d on high above the storm's career, 

Eook downward where an hundrcd realms appear ; 
hakes, forests, cities, plains extending wide, 35 

The pomp o^ kings, the shepherd's humbljjr pride. 

When thiis Creation’s charms aroiind combine, 

Amidst the store should thankless pride repine ? 

Say, should the philosophic mind disdain 

That good which inakes each humbler bosf^m vain ? 40 

Let school-taught pride dissemble all it can, 

These little things are great to little man ; 

And wiser he, whose sympathctic miiid 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 

Ye glittering towns, with wealth and splendour crown 41 ; 45 
Yc fields, where summer sprcads profusion round ; 

Yc lakes, whosc vessels catch t*lie busy gale ; 

Ye bending swains, that dress the flowery vale ; 

For ine your tributary stores combine : 

Crcation’s heir, the world, the world is mine. 50 

As some lone iniser, visiting his store, 

Bends at his treasure, counts, rccounts it o’er ; 

Hoards after hoards his rising raptures fill, 

Yet still he sighs, for hoards are wanting still: 

Thus to my breast alternate passions rise, 55 

Pleas’d with each good that Heaven to man supplies : 

Yet oft a sigh prevails, and sorrows fall, 

Т^о see the hoard of human bliss sđ small ; 

And oft I wish amidst the scene>to find 

Some spot to real happiness consign’d, 60 

Where my worn soul, each wandering hope at rest, 

Мау gather bliss to see my fello^vs blest. 

But where to find that happiest sppt below 
Who can direct, when all pretend to know? 
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The shuđcrring teiiaiit of the frigiđ zoiie 65 

Bolđly pr()clainis that happiest spot his owii ; 

Extols the treasiires of his stormy seas, 

Anđ his long nights of revelry and eftse : 

The naked Negro, panting at the line, 

Boasts of liis gc^lden sands and palniy wine, 70 

Basks in tlie glare, or stems the tepid wavc, 

And thanks his gods for all the good thcy gave. 
vSuch is the patriot*s boast where’er we roam ; 

His first, best eountry ever is at home. 

And vct, pcrhaps, if countries we compare, 75 

And estimate the blessings which they share, 

Though patriots flatter, still shall wisdom fiiid 
An equal portioii dealt to all mankiiid ; 

As diffcrent good, by art or nature given, 

То different nations makes their blessing even. So 

Naturc, a niother kind alike to all, 

Still grants her bliss at labour’s earnest call: 

With food as well the peasant is snpply 41 
On Idra’s cliffs as Arno’s shelvy side ; 

And though the госку -crcsted suniiiiits frown, 85 

These rocks by custom turn to beds of down. 

P'rom art niore various are the blessiiigs sent ; 

Wcalth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 

Yet these cach other*s power so strong contest, 

That eitlier seems destructive of the rest. go 

Where wealth and freedom reigii, contentnient fails ; 

And honour sinks where commerce long prevails. 

Hence every state, to oiie lov’d blessing prone, 

Conforms and models life to that alone. 

Each to the fav’rite happiness attends, 95 

And spurns the plan that aims at other ends: 

Till, rarried to excess in each domain, 

This fav’ritc goođ begets peculiar pain. 
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But let us try these truths with closer eyes, 

Anđ trace them through the prospect as it lies: loo 

Here for a while my proper cares resign’đ, 

Here let me sit in shrrow for mankind ; 

Like уоп neglected shrub at random cast, 

Tbat shades Цте steep and sighs at every bl^st. 

Far to the right where Apennine asccnds, 105 

Bright as the summer, Па 1 у extcnds : 

Its uplaiids sloping dcck the mountain^s side, 

Woods over woods in gay theatric pride; 

While oft some temple’s mould’ring tops betwcen 
With venerable grandeur mark the sceiie. iio 

Could iiatiire's bounty satisfv the breast, 

The sons of Italy were surely blest. 

Whatevcr fruits in differcnt climcs arc found, 

That proudly rise, or humbly court the ground ; 

Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear, 115 

Who.-:e bright succession dccks thc varied уеаг ; 

Whatever swects salute the northern sky— 

With vernal lives, that blossom but to die ; 

Thcse, here disporting, own thc kindred soil, 

Nor ask luKuriance from the plantcr’s toil ; 120 

While sea-born gales thcir gelid wings expand 
То winnow fragraiice round the sniiling land. 

But small the bliss that sense alone bestows, 

And sensual bliss is all the nation knows. 

In florid beaiity groves and fields appear ; 125 

l\Ian seems the only growlh that divfndles hcre. 
Contrasted faults through all his lAanners reign : 

Though poor, luxurious ; though submissive, vain ; 
Though grave, yet trifling ; zealous, yct untrue ; 

And e’en ш penance planning sins anevv. 130 

Alll evils here contaminate the mind 
That opulence departed leaves behind. 
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For wealth was theirs, not far removed the date 
When commerce proudly flourish’d through the state : 

At her command the palace learnt to rise, 135 

Again the loiig-falFn column sougliFthe skies, 

The canvas glow 41 , beyond e^en nature warm, 

The pregnan^ quarry teemVl with human form, 

Till, more unsteady than the southern gale, 

Commercc 011 other shores displav'd her sail ; 140 

While naiight remaiiFd of all that riches gave, 

But towns unmann’d, and lords without a slave : 

And late the nation found with fruitless skill 
Its fornier strength was but plethoric ill. 

Yet still the loss of wealth is hcre supplicd 145 

Ву arts, the splendicl wrecks of former priđe; 

From these the feeble heart and long-falVn mind 
An casy compensation seem to find. 

Herc may be seen, in bloodless рошр array’d, 

The paste-board triumph and the cavalcade, 150 

Processions form’d for piety and lovc, 

A inistrcss or a saint in every grove. 

Ву .sports like these are all their cares beguird ; 

The sports of children satisfy the child. 

Each nobler aim, represt by long control, 155 

Now sinks at last, or feebly mans the soul ; 

While low delights siicceeding fast behind, 

In happier meanness оссиру the mind : 

As in those domes where Cfesars once bore sway, 

Defac’d by time and tott’ring in decay, 160 

There in the ruin, heedless of the dead, 

The shelter-seeking peasant builds his shed ; 

And, wondering man could w^ant the larger pile, 

Exults, and owns his cottage with a smile. 

Му soul, turn from them, turn we to survey 165 

^'here rougher climes a nobler race display ; 
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Where the bleak Svviss their stormv mansion tread, 

And force a chiirlish soil for scanty bread. 

No product hcre the barrcn hills affoi'-d, 

But шап and steel, the soldier and hi^ svvord : 17a 

N0 veriial blooms their torpid rocks аггау, 

But vvinter Vngering chills the lap of : 

No zeph}^ fondly sues the mountain’s brcast, 

But meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest. 

Yet, still, e’en here coutent can sprcad a charm, 175 
Redress the clime, and all its rage disarnio 
Though poor the peasant^s luit, his feasts though small, 
Не sees his little lot the lot of all ; 

Sees 110 contiguous palace rear its head 
То shanie the nieanncss of his humble shed ; тбо 

No costly lord thc suniptuous baiKjuct deal 
То make hlm loathe his vegetable meal; 

But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil, 

Each wish contracting fits him to the soil. 

'Cheerful at niorn he wakes from short repose, 185 

Brcatlies the keen air, and carols as he goes ; 

With patient angle trolls the finny deep; 

Or drives his ventTous plough-share to the steep ; 

Or seeks the den where snow-tracks mark the way, 

And drags the struggling savage into day. 190 

At night rcturning, every labour sped, 

Не sits him dovvn the monarch of a shed ; 

Sipiles by his cheerful fire, and round surveys 
His children’s looks, that brighten at the blaze ; 

While his lovVl partner, boastful oJ hcr Injard, 195 

I)isplays her cleanly jdatter on the board : 

And hapljr too some pilgrim, thither led, 

Witli many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus every good his native wilds imp^rt 
Imprints the patriot passion on his heart;» 200 
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And e'en those ills that rouncl his inansion rise 
Enhance the bliss his scanty funcl supplies. 

Dear is that shed to which his soul conforms, 

And dear that hill which lifts him tć the storms; 

And as a child, when scaring sounds molest, 205 

Clings close and closcr to the mother^s brea^, 

So the loud torrent and the whirlwinds roar 
But find him to his native niountains more. 

Such arc the cliarms to barrcn statcs assiRiied, 

Their wants bnt few, their wishes all confincd. 210 

Yet let them only share tlie praises due: 

If fcw thcir wants, their pleasures are but fcw ; 

For every vvant that stimiilates the breast 
Becomcs a sonrce of pleasure when redressed ; 

Whcnce from such lands each plcasing sciencc flics 215 
That first excites desirc, anđ then supplies; 

Unknown to them, when sensual pleasures cloy, 

То fill the languid pause with finer јоу ; 
r'nkno^n those powers that raise the soul to flame, 

Catch evcry nerve, and vibratc through the frame. 220 
Their lcvel life, is but a smouldering fire, 

Unquenched by want, unfanned by strong desire; 

Unfit for rapturcs, or if rapturcs cheer 
On soiiie high festival of oncc a усаг, 

In vvild excess the vulgur breast takes fire, 225 

Till, burieđ in debauch, the bliss expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarsely flow : 

Their morals, like their pleasures, are but low ; 

For, as refinement stops, from sire to son 

Unalter’d unimprov’d the manners run, 230 

And love’s and friendship’s finely pointed dart 

Fall blunted from each induratcd heart. 

vSome sterncr virtues o’er the mountaiii’s breast 

Мау sit, like falcons cowering on the nest; 
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But all the gentler morals, such as play 235 

Thro’ life’s more cultur’đ walks, and charm the way, 
These, far đispers*đ, 011 timorous pinions fly, 

То sport and flutter iif a kinder sky. 

То kinder skies, where geiitler nianners reign, 

I turn; and Fr^nce displays her bright đomayi. 240 

Gay, sprightly laiid of jnirth and social ease, 

Pleased with thvself, whom all the world can please, 

How often have I led thy sportive choir, 

With tuneless pipe, beside the ninrmuring I.pire? 

Where shading elms along the margin grew, 245 

And freshen'd froni thc wavc the zephyr flew ; 

And haply, though шу harsh touch, falt*ring still, 

But mock’d all tune, and marr’d the dancer’s skill, 

Yet would the villagc praise n\y wondrous power, 

And dance, forgetful of the noon-tiđe hour. 250 

Alikc all ages. Dames of aiicient days 

Have led thcir children through the mirthful maze, 

And the gay grandvsire, skilPd in gestic lore, 

Has frisk’d beneath the burthen of threcscore. 

vSo blcst a life thcsc thoughtless rcalms display ; 255 

Thus idly busy rolls their world away; 

Theirs are those arts that niind to niind cndear, 

For hoiiour forms thc social teuiper here. 

Honour, that praise which real merit gains, 

Or e*en imaginary worth obtains, 260 

Here passes current: paid from hand to hand, 

It shifts in splendid traffic round the Idnd ; 

From courts to camps, to cottages, ii strays, 

And all are taught an avarice of praise. 

They please, are pleas’d ; they give to get esteem ; 265 

Till, seeming blest, they grow to what they seem. 

But while this softer art their bliss supplies, 

It gives their follies also room to rise ; 



6о 


ENGLISH POETRV 


For praise too dearly lovM, or warmly sought, 

Enfeebles all intenial strength of thought, 270 

And the vveak soul, within itself unblest, 

Leans for all pleasure on another*«^ breast. 

Hence ostentation here, with tawdry art, 

Pants for tl>e vulgar praise wliich fools iippart; 

Here vanity assumes her pert grimace, 275 

And trims her robes of frieze with copper lace; 

Here bcgger pride defrauds her daily cheer, 

То boast oii" splendid banquet once a уеаг; 

The mind still turns whcre shifting fashion draws, 

Nor weighs the solid worth of sclf-a])plailse. 280 

То men cf other minds шу fancy flies, 

Embosom’d in the deep where Holland lies. 

Mcthinks her patient sons before nie stand, 

Where the broad ocean leans against the land, 

And, sedulous to stop the coming tide, 285 

Lift the tall rampire’s artificial pridc. 

Onward metliinks, and diligently slow, 

The firm connected bulw'ark seems to grow ; 

Spreads its long anns aniid the watcry roar, 

Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore. 290 

While the pent ocean rising o’er the pile, 

^'ees an am]dnbious world beneath him smile : 

The slow canal, tlie yellow-blossomcd vale, 

Thc willow-tufted bank, the gliding sail, 

The crowded mart, the cultivated plain,— 295 

A new creation rescued from his reign. 

Thus w’hile aroiind the wave-subjected soil 
Impels the native to repeated toil, 

Industrious habits in each bosom reign, 

And industry begets a love of gain. 300 

Heiice all the good from opulence that springs, 

With all thase ills superfiuous treasure brings, 
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Are here display*d. Their much-lov'd wealth imparts 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts: 

But view them closer, craft and fraud appear; 305, 

E*en liberty itself is bartered here, 

At gold’s snperior charms all frecdom flies ; 

The needy scll ft, and the rich man buys; 

A land of tyrants, and a den of slaves, 

Here wretchcs scck dishononrablc graves, 310 

And calmlv bent, to servitnde conform, 

Dull as thcir lakes that slumber in the storiii. 

Heavcns ! how nnlike their Bclgic sires of old ! 

Rongh, poor, content, nngovernably lx)ld; 

War in each breast, and freedom on cach brow : 315 

How much nnlike thc sons of Britain now ! 

FirM at the sonnd, my gcnins spreads her wing, 

And flies whcre Britain courts the western spring; 

Where lawns extend that scorn Arcadian pride, 

And brighter streams than famVl Hydaspes glide. 320 
There all aronnd thc gcntlest breezcs stray; 

There gentlc innsic melts on cvery spray; 

Crcation’s mildesUcharms arc therc combinM, 

Extremes are only in the mastcr's mind ! 

Stcrn o’er each bosom Reason holds hcr state, 325 

With daring aims irregnlarly great; 

Pride in their port defiance in thcir суе, 

I see the lords of human kind pass by; 

Intent: on high designs, a thoughtful hand, 

Ву forms unfashionM, fresh from Najure’s hand, 33a 
Fierce in their native hardincss of soul, 

True to imagined right, above control, 

While e'en the peasant boasts these rights to scan, 

And learns to venerate himself as man. 

Thine freedom, thine the blessings pictur’d herej 335 
Thine are t}iose charms that dazzle and endear: 
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Тоо blest iiideed, were such without alloy! 

But fosterVl e*en by Freedom ills аппоу : 

That independence Britons prize too high 

Keeps man from man, and breaks the social tie; 340 

The self-dependeiit lordlings stand alone, 

All claims that bind and sweeten life unknown. 

Here, by the bonds of nature feebly held, 

Minds combat minds, repelling and repeird; 

Ferments arise, imprison’d factions roar, 345 

Repressed anibition struggles round her shore, 

Till, over-wrought, the general system feels, 

Its motions stop, or phrenzy fire the wheels. 

Nor this the worst. As nature's ties decav, 

As duty, love and honour fail to sway, 350 

F'ictitous bonds, the bonds of \vealth aud law, 

Still gather strength, ^nd force unwilling awe. 

Hence all obedience bows to these alone, 

And talent sinks, and merit weeps unknown: 

Till time niay come, when, stripped of all her charms, 355 
The land of scholars and the nurse of arms, 

Where noble stems transmit the patriot flame, 

Where kings have toikd and poets wrote for fanie, 

One sink of level avarice shall lie, 

And scholars, soldiers, kings, unhonour’d die. 360 

Yet think not, thus when Freedom’s ills I state, 

I mean to flatter kings, or court the great: 

Ye powers of truth, that bid my soul aspire, 

Far from my bosom drive the low desire. 

And thou, faV Freežom, taught alike to feel 365 

The rabble’s rage and tyrant’s angry steel; 

Thou transitory flower, alike undone 
Ву proud contempt or favour’s fostering sun; 

Sttll may thy blpoms the changeful clime endure! 

I only wouia repress them to secure; 
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For just experience tells, in every soil, 

That those who think must govern those that toil; 

And all that Freedom’s highest aims can reach, 

Is but to lay propor1?ionM loads 011 each. 

Непсе, should one order disproportioned grow, 375 

Its doublc w^ight must ruin all belovv. > 

O then hovv blind ta all that truth requires, 

Who think it freedoni when a part aspires! 

Calm is my soul, nor apt to rise in arms, 

Except vvhen fast approaching danger warm ; 380 

But vvheii contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
Contracting regal power to stretch thcir own, 

When I behold a factious band agree 
То call it freedom when theniselves are free, 

Each vvanton judgc new penal statutes draw, 3S5 

Lavvs grind the poor, and rich inen rule the law, 

The wealth of climes where savage nations roam 
Pillaged froin slaves to purchase slaves at honie, 

Fear, pity, justice, indignation start, 

Tcar off reserve, and bare iny swelling heait; 390 

Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 

I fly from petty tyrants to the throiie. 

Yes, brother, curse vvith me that baleful hour 
When first ambition struck at regal power; 

Anđ thus polluting honour at its source, 395 

Gave wealth to sway the mind with double force. 

Have we not seen, round Britain's peopled shore, 

Her useful sons exchanged for useless ore? 

Seen all her triumphs but destruction haste 

Like flaring tapers brightening as they waste ? 400 

Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 

Lead stern depopulation in her train, 

And over fields where scattered hamlets rcse 
In barren solitary pomp repose ? 
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Have we not seen at pleasure^s lorcllv call 405 

The smiling long-frequentcd village fall? 

Beheld the duteous son, the sire decayed, 

The niodest matron, and the blushiitg niaid, 

Forced from thcir homes, a melancholy train, 

То traverse cli^ies beyond thc western main410 
\Vhcre wild Oswego spreads her s\yamps around, 

And Niagara stuns with tlnmdering sound ! 

Kven 110w, perhaps, as there some pilgrim strays 
Through tangled forests and through dangerous w'ays, 
Where beasts with man dividcd empire claim, 415 

And the brovvn Indian marks with mii'rderous aim; 

Therc wdiile abovc the giddy tcm]>est flies, 

And all around distressful yells arise, 

The pensivc exile, bending wdth his w’oe, 

То stop too fearful, and tpo faint to go, 420 

Casts a long look vvhere Knglancrs glories shine, 

Ancl bids his bosom sympathise with mine. 

Vain, very vain, my weary search to find 
That bliss wdiich only ccntres iii the miiid : 

Why have I strayed from plcasure and repose, 425 

То seek a good each government bestows? 

Iii cvery govcrnnient, though terrors reign, 

Though tyrant kings or tyrant lavvs restrain, 

Hovv small, of all that human hearts endure, 

That part which law’s or kings can cause or cure! 430 

Still to ourselves in everv place consigned, 

Our ow’n felicitv we make or finđ : 

\Vith secret cpurse. w^iich 110 loud storm аппоу, 

Glides the smooth current of domestic јоу. 

The liftcd ахе. the agonizing wheel, 435 

Luke's iron crowm, and Damien*s bed to steel, 

То ‘'mcn reniotp frpm power but rarely knowm, 

Leave reasoncfaith, and conscience all our own. 



ROBERT BURNS. 


is therb: eor honest povertv. 

Is thcrc for honcst poverty 

That*haiig-s his hcađ, ancl a’that? 

Thc cowarcl slave, we pass hini by, 

We clare be poor for a’that ! 

P\>r a’that, ancl n’that, 5 

Oiir toil’s obscurc, aiicl a’that; 

The rank is but the guinca stanip, 

The nian’s thc gowcl for a’that 

What though on hamcly fare wc cline, 

Wear hocklen gray, ancl a’that ; lo 

Gi’c fools thcir silks, ancl Jcnavcs their wine, 

A man’s a nian for a’that ! 

P’or a’that, ancl a’that, 

Their tinsel vShow, ancl a’that ; 

Tlie honest nian, though e’er sae poor, 15 

Is king of mcn for a’that. 

Ye see уоп birkie, ca’cl a lord 

Wha struts, ancl stares, ancl a’that ; 

Though hunclrecls worship at his worcl, 

Hc’s but a coof for a’that! 20 

For a’that, ancl a’that, 

His riband, star, ancl a’that^ 

The man of independcnt min^, 

Не looks and laughs at a’that. 

A King can mak a belteđ knight, 25 

A *marquis, duke, and a’that; 

But an honest nian’s aboon his migjjt— 

Guid faith, he maunna fa’ that! 
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For a 4 hat, and a 4 hat, 

Their dignities, anđ a’that, 30 

The pith o^sense, and pride o 4 vorth, 

Are hig-her ranks than a 4 hat. 

Then Jet us ргау that come it шау~ 

As conie it will for a’that— 

That sense and worth, o^er a’the earth, 35 

Мау bear the gree, aiid a’that. 

For althat, and a’that, 

It’s comn’ yet, for a’that, 

That man to man, the warld o’er, 

Shall brothers be for a’that! 40 


HIGJgiLAND MARY. 

Ye banks and bracs and streams around 
The castle o’Montgomery, 

Green be your woods, aiid fair your flovvers, 

Your waters never drumlie! 

There simmer first unfaulds her robcs, 5 

And thcre the langest tarry ; 

For there I took the last fareweel 
Of my sweet Flighland Магу. 

How sweetly bloomed the gay green birk, 

How rich the hawthorn’s blossom, 10 

As, uijderneath their fragrant shade, 

I clasped her to my bosom ! 

The golden hours, on angel wings, 

Flew o’er me and my dearie ; 

For de^r to me as light and life 
Was my sweet Highland Магу. 
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Wi* шопу a vow anđ locked embrace, 

Our parting was in fu' tenđer; 

And pledging aft to meet again, 

We tore ourjJers asunder. 20 

But оћ ! fell Deatli’s untimely frost, 

That ^iipt my flower sae early I 
Now green's the,sod and cauld's the clay 
That wraps my Highland Магу 1 

O pale, palc now those rosy lips, 25 

I aft hae kissed sae fondly! 

And closeđ for ауе, the sparkling glance, 

That clwelt on me sae kindly I 
And mouldering now in silent dust 
That heart that lo*ed me dearly 1 30 

But still within my boson^'s core 
Shall live niy Highland Магу. 


OF A’THE AIRTS THE WIND CAN BLOW. 

0’ a’ the airts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west ; 

For there the bonnie lassie lives, 

The lassie I lo’e best. 

There wild woods grow, and rivers row, 5 

And mony a hill between ; 

But day and night my fancy’s tlight 
Is ever wi* my Jean. 

I see her in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair ; 10 

I hear her in the tunefu* birđs, 

I ^iear her charm the air ; 
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Tlicre’s iiot a bonnic flower that spriiigs 
Ву fountain, shaw, or green, 

There’s not a bonnie bircl that sings, Т5 

But niinds me o* my Jean. 


AK FOND KIpS. 

Ae foiul kivSs, aiid theii we scver ; 

Ac faroAvell, ancl then, for ever ! 

Dcep in heart-vvrnng tears I’ll ]dedge thec, 

Warriiig sighs aiid groaiis I’ll vvage thee. 

Who shall sav that fortuiic grievcs him, 5 

Whilc the star of hope vshe leaves him ? 

Ме, nae checrfn’ tvviiikle lights mc ; 

Dark dcs])air around bcnights me. 

I’ll iie’er blame my partial fancv, 

Nacthing could resist my Nancy ; lo 

But to sce her was to love her; 

Ivove but hcr, and lovc for ever. 

Had we iiever loved sae kindly, 

Had wc never loved sae blindly, 

Ncver met, or never parted, 15 

We had ne’er been broken-hearted. 

Farc thee vveel, thou first and fairest! 

Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest ! 

Thine bc ilka 'јоу and treasure, 

Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure ! 20 

Ac fond kiss, and then we sever ; 

Ae farevveel, alas, for ever ! 

Deep ii^.heart-wrung tcars I’ll pledge thee, 

Warring sighs and groans I’ll vvage thee. 



Wir.UAM COWPER. 


THE DIVERTING HISTORV OF JOHN OIEPIN. 

SHKNVING HOW HE WENT FURTHKR THAN НК INTKNnRD, 
AND CAI\IK SAFK НОМК AGAIN. 

John Gilpin was a citizen 
Of crcdit aiid renown, 

A train-band captaiu eke was lie 
Of famous Eondoii town. 

John Gilpin’s spouse said to her dear— 5 

Though wedded we^ have been 
Tliese twice tcii tedious vears, vet we 
N0 holiday have seen. 

To-morrow is our wedding day, 

And we will then repair 10 

Unto the Bell at Edmonton, 

All in a chaise aiid pair. 

Му sister, and my sister’s child, 

Myself and children threc, 

Will fill the chaise ; so >Ou niust ridc 15 
(^n horseback after \те. 

Не soon replied,—I do admire 
Of womankind but one, 

And you are she, шу dearest dear, 

Therefore it shall be don6. 20 


69 



70 


ENGLISH POETRV 


1 am a linen đraper bold 
As all the worlđ doth know, 

And шу good friend the Calender 
Will lend his horse to go. 

Qt\pth Mrs. Gilpin,—thaCs well «iaid ; 25 

And for that wine is^dear, 

We will be furnishM with oiir own, 

Which is both bright and clcar. 

John Gilpin kiss*d his loving wife ; 

0*erjoyed was he to find 30 

That, though on plcasure she was bcnt, 

She had a frugal niind. 

The morning ^came, the chaise was brought, 
But yet was not allow^d 

То drive up to the door, lest all 35 

Should say that shc was prond. 

So three doors off the chaise w^as stay 41 , 

Whcre they did all get in ; 

Six precious souls, and all agog 
То dash through thick aiid thin. 40 

Smack went the whip, round w^ent the wJiccIs, 
Were never folk so glađ, 

The stones did rattle underneath, 

As if Ch^^apsiđe were mad. 

John Gilpin at his horse’s side 
Seized fast the flowing mane, 

An<^. up he got in haste to ride, 

But soon came down again ; 
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For saddle-tree scarce reach’d liad he, 

His joiirnev to begin, 50 

When, turning round his head he saw 
Three customers come in. 

So down he came ; for loss of time, 

Although it grieved him sore, 

Yet loss of pence, full well he knew, 55 

Would troublc him much more. 

*Twas loiig before the customers 
Were suited to their minđ, 

Wheii Betty screaming came down stairs,— 
The wine is left behind. 60 

Good lack! quoth he—yet bring it mc, 
i\Iy leathern belt lik^wise, 

In which I bear my trusty sword 
Whcn I do exercisc. 

Now Mistrcss Gilpin (carcful soul) ! 65 

^Had two stone bottles found, 

То hold the liquor that she loved, 

And kcep it safe and sound. 

Each bottle had a curling car, 

Through which the belt he drew, 70 

And hung a bottle on eacli siđe, 

То make his balance true. 

Then over all, that he might be 
EquippM from top to toe, 

His long rcd cloak, well brush’d and neat, 75 
Не manfully did throw. 
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Now see him mounted once again 
Upon his iiimble steed, 

Full slowly pacing o’er the stones, 

With caution and good hced. 8o 

But finding soon a smoother roa^l 
Beneath his well-shod feet, 

The snortiiig beast begaii to trot, 

Which gall’d him in his seat. 

So, fair and softly, John, he cried 85 

But John he cried in vain; 

The trot becaine a gallop soon, 

Iii spite of curb and rein. 

So stooping dovvn, as needs he niust 

Who cannot sit upright, 90 

Не grasp’d the mane with both his hands, 
And eke with all his might. 

His horse, who ncver in that sort 
Hađ handlcd bcen before, 

What thing upon his back had got 95 

Did w^onder more and more. 

Away went Gilpin, neck or iiaught; 

Awa3" w'ent hat and w^ig; 

Не little dreamt, when he sct out, 

Of runnlng such a rig. 100 

The w’ind did blow^ the cloak did fly, 

Like streamer long and gay, 

Till loop and button failing both, 

At last it flew^ away. 
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Then might all people well discei'n 
The bottles he had slung; 

A bottle swmging at each side, 

As hath bcen said or sung. 

The dogs did bark, ihe childreii screani’d, 

Up flew the windows all; iio 

And every soul cried out, well done! 

As loud as he could bawl. 

Away went Gilpiii—who but he? 

His fame soon spread around, 

Не carries weight! he rides a race ! 115 

'Tis for a thousand pound ! 

And still, as fast as he drew near, 

'Twas wonderful to view, 

How iii a trice the turnpikc-mcn 
Their gates wide open threw. 120 

And now, as he went bowing do\vn 
His reeking hcad full lo\v, 

The bottles tvv^ain behind his back 
Were shatter’d at a blo\v. 

Down ran the wine into the road, 125 

Most piteous to be seen, 

Which made his horse’s flanks to smoke 
As they had basted b^en. 

But still he seem’d to саггу weight, 

With leathern girdle braced; 

For all might sec the lx)ttle-necks 
Still dangling at his waist. 
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Thus all through теггу I^lington 
These gambols did he play, 

Until he came unto the Wash 135 

Of Edmonton so gay; 

And there he threw the wash about 
Ciii both sides of the way, 

Just like unto a trundling hoop, 

Or a wild-goose at play. 140 

At Ednionton his loving wife 
From the balcony spied 

Her tender husband, wondering mucli 
То see how he did ride. 

Stop, stop, Johii Gilpin !—Here^s the house, 145 
Thev all at once did сгу ; 

The dinner waits, and we are tired: 
vSaid Gilpin—so am 11 

But yet his horse was not a whit 

Inclined to tarry there; 150 

For why?—His owncr had a house 
P'ull ten miles off, at Ware. 

So like an arrow swift he flew, 

Shot by an archer strong; 

So did he‘ fly—which brings mc to 155 

The niiddle of my song. 

Алгау went Gilpiii out of breath, 

And sore against his will, 

Till at his friend the Calender^s 

Hfs hbrse at last stood srill. 160 
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The Calender, amazed to see 
His iieighbour in such trim, 

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate, 

And thus accosted him : 

What news ? What iiews ? yoiir tidiiigs tell; 165 
Tell me you must and shall— 

Sav why bare-headed you are come, 

Or why you come at all? 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit, 

And loved a timely joke; 170^ 

And thus unto the Calender 
In теггу guise hc spoke: 

I came because уоиг horse would come; 

And, if I wcll foreftode, 

Му hat and wig will soon be here, 175 

Tliey are upon the road. 

Thc Calender right glad to find 
^ His friend in теггу pin, 

Returned him not a single word, 

But to the house went in; 180 

Whence straight he came with hat and w'ig; 

A wig that flow’d behind, 

A hat not much the worse for wear, 

Each comely in its kfnd. 

Не held them up, and in his turn 185 

Thus show*d his reađy wit, 

Му head is twice as big as yours, 

They therefore needs mus\ 
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But let me scrape the (lirl away 

That haiigs upon your face; 190 

And stop and eat, for well you may 
Ве in a hungry case. 

Said John, it is my wedding day, 

Aiid all the world would stare, 

If wife should dine at Eđmontoii, 195 

And I should dinc at Ware. 

So turning to his horse, he said 
I ani in haste to dine; 

*Twas for your pleasure yoii сашс hcrc, 

You shall go back for mine. 200 

Ah, luckless speech, and bootless boast! 

Por which ће paid full dear ; 

For, while he spake, a braying ass 
Did sing inost loud and clcar; 

Whcreat his horsc did snort, as hc 205 

Had heard a lion roar, 

And gallop*d off with all his might, 

As lie had done before. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 
Went Gilpin*s hat and wig: 210 

Нс lost them sooner than at first, 

For why?^—they wcre too big. 

Now’ mistress Gilpin, when she saw^ 

Her husband posting do\\n 

Into the countrv far aw’ay, 

Stie puird out half a crow’n; 
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And thus*unto tlic youth shc said, 

That drove theni to thc Bell, 

This shall be yours, when you bring back 
Му husband safe and well. 220 

The youth did ride, and soon did meet 
John coming back amain; 

Whom in a trice hc tried to stop, 
catching at his rein; 

But not pcrforniing what he nieant, 225 

Aiid gladly would have done, 

Thc friglited stced he frighted more, 

And niadc him faster run. 

Away wcnt Gilpin, and away 

Wciit post-boy at Ris hccls, 230 

Thc post-boy’s horsc right glad to miss 
The lumbering of the wheels. 

Six gentlemen upon thc road, 

^ Thus seeing Gilpin fly, 

With post-boy scampcring in the rear, 235 
They raiscd the huc and сгу :— 

Stop thief! stop thief!—a highway man ! 

Not one of them was mute; 

And all and cach that pa:fsed that way 

Did join in the pursuit. 240 

And now the turnpike gates again 
Flew open in short space; 

The toll-men thinking as before, 

That Gilpin rođe a race. 
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Anđ so he điđ, and won it too, 245 

For he got first to town; 

Nor stoppM till where he had got iip, 

Не did again get down. 

Now let us sing, long live the kir^, 

And Gilpin, loiig live he; 250 

And when he next dotli riđe abroad, 

Мау I be there to see! 


LIGHT SHINING OUT OF DARKNESS. 


Gođ nioves in a mysterious way 
His wonđers to perform; 

Не plants his footsteps in the sea, 

And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines 5 

Of never-failing skill 

Не treasures up his bright designs, 

And works his sovcreign w’ill. 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take, 

The clouds уе so much dread 10 

Are big v/ith тегсу, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 

But trust him for his grace; 

Behind a frowning providence 15 

Не hides a smiling face. 
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His purposes will ripen fast, 
Uiifoldin^2: every hour; 

The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flovver. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And scan, his vvork in vain : 
God is his ovvn interpreter 
And he vvill make it plain. 



vSAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 


THE RME OF THE x\NCIENT IMARINER. 


Argumknt. 

Hovv a Sliip liavin^: pa.sscd thc Line vvas drivcn by 
storms to the cold Coiintry tovvards thc South Polc; aiiđ 
hovv from tlunce she made hcr conrse to tlic tropical 
Latitude of the great Pacific Occan; and of the strange 
things tlint befell ; and in vv^liat manncr tlie Ancycnt 
Marincrc came back to his ovv’ii Countrv. 


Part I, 

It is aii ancient IMariner, 

Aiid he stopi)eth one of tliree. 

‘Ву thv long grev beard and glittering еуе, 

Novv vvherefore sto])p’st tliou mc? 

The Bridcgrooin’s doors arc opened vvdde, 5 
Aiid I am next of kin ; 

The guests^are inct, the fcast is sct: 

May*st hcar ^:hc iiierrv din.* 

Не holds him vvith his skinny haiid, 

‘Tlierc was a ship/ quoth he, 10 

‘Holđ. off I unhand me, grevbeard loon !* 

Eftsoons his hanđ dropt he. 
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Не holds him with his glitteriiig еуе — 

The Wedding-Guest stood still, 

And listens like a three years’ child : 

The Mariner hath his will. 

The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone: 

Не caiinot choose biit hear; 

And thiis spake on that aiicient nian, 

The hright-cyed Mariner, 20 

‘The ship vvas cheered, thc harbour clcared, 

Merrily did we drop 

Ilelow the kirk, belovv the hill, 

I3elow thc lighthouse top. 

The sim canie up upon thc left, 25 

Out of the sea canic he^ 

And he shone bright, and on the right 
Went down into tlie sea. 

Higher and highcr ev^cry day, 

Till over thc inast at noon—’ 30 

The Wedding-Guest here bcat his brcast, 

For he heard thc loud bassoon. 

The briđe hath paced into thc hall, 

Red as a rose is she; 

N'odding their heads bcfore he*r goes 35 

Thc теггу niinstrelsy. 

The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast, 

Yet he cannot choose but hear; 

Anđ thus spakc on that aiicicnt man, 

Tlje bright-eyed Mariner. 40 
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*And iiow the Storm-blast fcame, and he 
Was tyrannous and strong: 

Не struck with his o'ertaking wings, 

And chased us soiith along. 

With sloping niasts aiid dipping prow, 45 

As \.ho pursued witli yell aiid bldvv 
Still treads the shadow of liis foe, 

And forward bends his hcad, 

The ship drove fast, loud roared thc blast, 

Anci southvvard ауе we fled. 50 

And now there canie lx)th mist aiid snow, 

And it grew wondrous cold : 

And ice, mast-high, camc floating by, 

As grceii as emcrald. 

And through the drifts the snowy clifts 55 

Did scnd a dismal sheen : 

Nor shapes of meii nor beasts we keii— 

Thc ice was all between. 

The ice was hcrc, thc icc \vas there, 

The ice was all around : 60 

It cracked and growded, and roared and h.ovvled, 
Iyike noises in a swound ! 

At length did cross aii Albatross: 

Tlirough the fog it came; 

As if it had been a Christian soul, 65 

We hailed it in God's name. 

It ate the food it ne’er had eat, 

And round and round it fle\v. 

The ice did split with a thundcr-fit; 

Tho helmsman steered us through ! 
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And a goođ south vvind sprung up behiiid; 

The Albatross did follow, 

And every day, for food or play, 

Caine to the mariners’ hollo! 

In iyist or cloud, 011 mast or shroud, 75 

It perched for vespers nine; 

Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white, 
Glimmered the white moon-shine/ 

'God save thee, ancient Mariner! 

From the fiends, that plague thee thus!— 80 

Why look’st thou so?’— 4 Vith my cross-bow 
I shot the Albatross. 


Part II. 

The sun now rose upon the right: 

Out of the sea came he, 

Still hid iii mist, and on the left 85 

We»t down into the sea. 

And the good south wind still blew behind, 

But no sweet bird did follow, 

Nor апу day for food or play 

Came to the mariners’ hollo! 90 

And I had done a hellish tfhing, 

And it would work ’em woe: 

For all averred, I had killed the bird 
Tliat made the breeze to blow, 

Ah wretch! said they, the birđ ^ slay, 

T)hat made the breeze to blow*! 
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Nor dim nor ređ, like God’s owii head| 

The glorious Sun uprist: 

Then all averred, I had killed the bird 

That brought thc fog and mist. loo 

’Twas right, said they, such birds to slav, 

That briiig the fog and mist. 

The fair breeze blew, the 'white foam flew, 
llic furrovv' follovvcd free ; 

We луегс the first that ever burst 105 

Into that silent sea. 

Down đropt the brceze, the sails dropt down, 
*Twas sad as sad could be; 

And we clid speak only to break 

The silence of the sca ! iio 

All in a hot and copper sky, 

The bloody Sun, at noon, 

Right up above the mast clid staiid, 

N0 bigger than thc Moon. 

Dav after clav, clay after dav, 115 

We sluck, nor brcath nor niotioii ; 

As idle as a paintcd ship 
Upon a painted ocean, 

Water, water, everywdiere, 

And all the boards did shrink ; ,120 

Water, water, everyw’here, 

Nor апу drop to drink. 

The very deep diđ rot: O Christ! 

That ever this shoulđ be I 
Yea, slimy things did crawl wnth legs 
Upon the sliniy sea. 
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About, about, iii reel aiid rout 
The death-fires danced at night: 

The water, likc a witch*s oils, 

Burnt green, aiid blue and white. 130 

Anisome in dreams assured were 
Of the Spirit.that plagued us so; 

Nine fathom deep he had followeđ us 
From the land of mist and snow. 

And every tongue, through uttcr drought, 135 
\Vas withcred at the root ; 

\Ve could iiot speak, no more than if 
\Ve had been choked with soot. 

Ah ! well a-day! wl^at evil looks 

Had I from okl and yoimg! 140 

Instead of the cross, the Albatross 

About my neck was hung. 


Part III. 

There passed a weary time. Each throat 
\Vas parched, and glazed each еуе. 

A weary time ! a weary time ! Т 45 

How glazed each weary еуе, 

\Vhen looking wcstward, I beheld 
A something in the sky. 

At first it sc-emeđ a little speck, 

And then it seemed a mist 150 

It moved and moveđ, and took last 
A certain shape, I wist. 
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Л speck, a inist, a shape, I \vist ! 

And still it neared and neared : 

As if it dodged a water sprite, 155 

It plunged and tacked and veered. 

With^throats unslaked, with black Jips baked, 

We could not laugh nor wail : 

Through utter drought all dumb we stood! 

A bit my arm, I sucked the blood, 160 

And f:ried, A sail! a sail 1 

Witli throats unslaked, vvith black lips baked, 
Agape they heard me call: 

Gramcrcy 1 they for јоу did grin, 

And all at once their brcath drevv in, 165 

As thcy were drhiking all. 

Sec ! sec I (I cried) she tacks 110 more ! 

Hither to work us weal; 

Without a brcezee, vvithout a tidc, 

She steadies vvith upright keel! 17a 


The western wave was all aflanie. 

The day was wcll-nigh done! 

Alniost upon the westcrn wave 
Rested the broad bright vSun; 

When that L»trange shape drove suddenly 175 
Bctwixt us aiid the Sun. 

And straiglit the Sun was flecked with bars. 
(Heaven’s Mother send us grace !) 

As if through a dungeon-grate he peered 
With 'broad and burning face. 180 
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Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud) 

How fast she nears and nears 1 

Are those her sails that glance in the Suii, 

L,ike restless gossameres? 

Are yiose her rihs through which the Suii 185 
Did peer, as through a grate? 

Aiid is that Woniaii all her crew? 

Is that a Dcath? and are thcre two? 

Is Death that woman^s matc? 

Her lips wcre rcd, hcr looks wcre free, 190 

Her locks were yellovv as gold: 

Her skin was as white as leprosy, 

Thc Nightmare Lifc-in-Death was slie, 

Who thicks man’s bloqcl witli cold. 

The naked hulk alongside caine, 195 

And the twain were casting dicc; 

‘The ganie is done ! IVc won ! I’vc won !* 
Quoth she, and wliistled thricc. 

The Sun's rim dips; thc stars rush out: 

At one stride comes the dark; 200 

With far-heard whisper, o^er the sea, 

Off shot the spectrc-bark. 

We listened and lookcd sidcways up! 

^Fear at my heart, as at a cup, 

Му life-blood seemed to sip! 205 

The stars w^ere dim, aiid thick the iiight, 

The stecrsman’s face by his lamp glcanicd 
white ; 

From the sails thc dew did drip— 



88 


ENGUSH РОЕГКУ 


Till clomb above thc easterri bar 

The hornecl Moon, with one bright star 2ГО 

Withiii tlie nether tip. 

One after one, by thc star-đoggcd Moon, 

То qiiick for groan or sigh, 

Kach turned his face with a ghastlv pang, 

And cursed nie with his еуе. 215 

Kour times fifty living men, 

(And I heard nor sigh nor groan) 

With heavy thump, a lifcless lump, 

Thcy dropped dowii one by one. 

Tlie souls did froni tlieir bodies flv,— 220 

They fled to bliss or woc! 

Aiid every soul, it passcd me bv, 

Likc tlic whiz of niy cross-bow!’ 

Part IV. 

Т fear thee ancient Mariner! 

I fear thy skinny hand ! 225 

Aiid thou art long, and lank, and brovvn, 

As is the ribbcd sea-sand. 

I fcar thee aiid thy glittering еус, 

And th}' skinny hand so brovvn.’— 

*Fear not, fear not, thou Wečlding-Guest! 230 

This body dropt not down. 

Aloue, alone, all, all alone, 

Alone on a wide wide sea! 

And never a saint took pity on 
Му soul 111 agony. 
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The many men, so beautiful! 

And they all dead did lie: 

And a thousand thousand slimy things 
Lived 011; and so did I. 

I lo^ked upon the rotting sea, 240 

And drew ту^ eyes away; 

I looked upon the rotting deck, 

And there the dead men lay. 

I looked to heaven, and tried to ргау; 

But or ever a ргауег had gusht, 245 

A wicked whisper came, aiid made 
Му heart as dry as dust. 

I closed my lids, and hcpt them close, 

And the balls like pulses beat; 

For the sky and the sea, and the sea and 

the sky 250 

Lay like a load 011 my weary еуе, 

And the dead were at my feet. 

The cold sweat melteđ from their limbs, 

Nor rot nor reek did they: 

The look with which they looked on me 255 
Had ncver passed away. 

An orphan's curse would đrag to hell 
A spirit from 011 high; 

But oh I more horrible than that 
К a curse in a dead man's еуе I 
Seven days, seven nights, I saw .^hat curse, 

And yet I could not die. 
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The moving Moon went up’the sky, 

And nowhere did abide: 

Softly she was going up, 265 

Aiid a star or two beside— 

Hcr beams bemocked the sultry m^in, 

Ivikc April hoar- frost spread; 

But where the ship’s huge shadow lay, 

The charmcd watcr burnt alway 270- 

A stiM and awful red. 

Beyond the shadow of the ship, 

I watched thc water-snakes; 

They moved in tracks of shining white, 

And when they reared, the elfish light 275 
Fell off in hoary flakes. 

Within the shadow of the ship 
I watched their rich attire: 

Blue, glossy green, and velvet black, 

They coiled and swam; and cvery track 280 
Was a flash of golden fire. 

O happy living things! 110 tongue 

Their bcauty might dcclare: 

A spring of love gushed from my heart, 

And I blessed them unaware: ,285 

Sure my kind saint took pity on me, 

Anđ I blcssed them unaware. 

Thc selfsame moment I could ргау : 

And from my neck so free 
The Albatross fell off, and sank 
Ivike lead into the sea. 
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Part V. 

Oh slecp! it is a gentle thing, 

Beloved from pole to pole! 

То Цдгу Queen the praise be given! 

She sent the gentle sleep from Hcaven, 295 
That slid into my soiil. 

The silly buckets on the deck, 

That had so long remained, 

I dreamt that they werc filled with dew; 

And wheii I awoke, it rained. 300- 

Му lips wcre wet, my throat was cold, 

Му garments all were dank; 

Sure I had drunken in my dreams, 

And still niy body drank. 

I moved, and could not feel my limbs: 305 

I was so light—almost 
I tlvDUght that I had died in slccp, 

And was a blessed ghost. 

And soon I heard a roaring wind: 

It did not come anear; 310 

But with its sound it shook the sails, 

That were so thin and sere.'‘ 

The upper air burst into life! 

And a hundred fire-flags sheen, 

То and fro they were hurrieđ about! 

And to and fro, anđ in and out, 

Hie wan stars đanced between. 


315 
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Aiid thc comiiig wiiid did roar more louđ, 

Aiid the sails did sigh like sedge; 

Aiid the rain poured đown from onc black 

cloud 320 

The Moon was at its edge. 

The thick black cloud was cleft, and still 
The Moon was at its side: 

Like waters shot from some high crag, 

Thc lightning fell with nevcr a jag, 325 

A river steep and wide. 

The loud wind never rcached the ship, 

Yet now the ship moved on ! 

Beneath the lightning and the Moon 

'The dead mcn gavc a groan. 330 

They groaned, thev stirred, they all uprose, 

Nor spake, nor nioved thcir eyes; 

It had been strange even in a drcam, 

То have seen thosc dead mcn rise. 

The hclmsman stcered, the ship moved on; 355 
Yct never a breeze up blew; 

The mariners all ^gan work the ropes, 

Wliere they were wont to do; 

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools— 

We were a ghastly crew. 340 

The body of niy brothcr’s son 
Stood by me, knce to knee: 

The body and I pulled at one rope, 

But he said nought to me.* 

‘I fear thee, ancient Marinerl’ 345 

'Ве oalm, thou Wedding-Guest! 
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’T\vas not thbse souls that flecl in pain, 

Which to their corses came again, 

But a troop of spirits blest: 

For when it dawnccl—thcv droppcd tlicir 

arms 350- 

And clustered rouiid the mast; 

Sweet sounds rose slowly through their inouths, 
Anđ from their boclics passed. 

Around, around, fle\v each s\veet sonid, 

Then dartcd to thc Sun; 35S 

Slowly thc sounds came back again, 

Now mixed, now one by one. 

Somctimes a-đropping froin thc sky 
I heard thc skylark sing; 

Sometimes all little birds' that arc, 360 

How they seemcđ to fill the sca anđ air 
With their sweet jargoning! 

And now 4 was like all iiistruments, 

Now like a lonely flute; 

And now it is an angcl’s song 365 

That makes the heavens be raute. 

It ceased; yet still the sails macle 011 
A pleasant noise till noon, 

A noise like of a hidden brook 
In the leafy month of June, 370- 

That to the sleepiiig woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tuiie. 

Till noon we quietly sailed on, 

Yet never a breeze diđ breathe: 

Slowly and smoothly went the ship, 37S 

Mbved onward from beneath. 
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Under the keel nine fathoni deep, 

From the land of mist and sno\v, 

The spirit slid: and it was he 

That made the ship to go. 380 

The sails at noon left off their tune, 

And the ship stood still also. 

The Sun, right iip above the mast, 

Had fixed her to the ocean: 

But' in a minute she ’gan stir, 385 

With a short uncasy motion— 

Backwards aiid forwards half her length 
With a short uneasy motion. 

Then, likc a pawing horsc lct go, 

She made a sucjdeii bound: 390 

It liung the blood into шу head, 

And I fell down in a swound. 

How long in that same fit I lay, 

I have not to declarc; 

But ere my living life returiied, 395 

I heard and in my soul discerncd 
Two voices in the air. 

Ts it he?* quoth one, Ts this the nian? 

Ву him who died 011 cross, 

With his cruel bow he laid full low 400 

The harmless Albatross. 

The spirit w’ho bideth by himself 
In the land of mist and snow, 

Не loved the bird that loved the man 
Who shot him w'ith his bow.’ 
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The other \vas a softer voice, 

As soft as honeydew: 

Quoth he, ‘The maii hath penance done, 
And penance more will do.* 


Part VI. 

First Voice, 

‘Biit tell me, tell me ! speak again, 410 

Thy soft response reiiewing— 

What rnakes that ship drive on so fast? 

What is the occan doing?’ 

Second Voice. 

‘Still as a slave bcfore his lord, 

The occan hath no blast; 415 

His great bright еуе most silently 
Up to the Moon is cast— 

If he may know which way to go; 

For she guides him smooth or grim. 

See, brother, see I how graciously 420 

She looketh down on him.* 

First Voice, 

‘But why drives 011 that shii> so fast, 

Without a wave or wind? 

Second Voice. 

‘The air is cut away before, 

4 nd clo^es from behind. 425 
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Fly, brother, fly! more hig' ^ > ™ore high! 

Or we shall be belateđ: 

For slow and slow that ship 
Wlien the Mariner’s trance is abva 

I woke, anđ we were sailing on 430 

As in a gentle weather: 

‘Twas night, calm night, the ^Iooii \vas liigh; 

Tlie dcacl men stood together. 

All slood together on the deck, 

For a charnel-dungeon fitter: 435 

All fixed 011 me their stony eyes, 

That in the Moon did glitter. 

The pang, the curse, with w’hich thcy died, 

Had never passed^ away: 

I could not draw my eyes from theirs, 440 

Nor tuni them up to ргау. 

And 110w this spell was snapt: oncc more 
I view'cd thc ocean greeii, 

And looked far forth, yet little saw 

Oi what had elsc been seen— 445 

Like one, that on a lonesome road 
Doth walk in fcar and dread, 

And having once turned round walks on, 

And turns no more his head; 

Because he knows, a frightful fiend 45<> 

Doth close beiiind him tread. 

But soon there breatheđ a wind 011 me, 

Nor sound nor motion made : 

Its path^was not upon tlie sea, 

Гп ripple or in sliade. 
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It raised my hair, it fanned шу cheek 
Like a meadovv-gale of spring— 

It mingled strangcly with шу fears, 

Yet it felt Ике a vvclcoming. 

Swiftly, swiftly flcw thc ship, 460 

Yet fthe sailed softly too : 

vS\veetly, s\veetly blevv the breezc— 

Oii me alone it blcw. 

! dream of јоу ! is this indeed# 

The liglithouse top I scc ? 465 

Is this the hill? is this the kirk? 

Is this mine own countree? 

We drifted o’er thc harbonr-bar, 

And I \vith sobs did рг^у — 

O let me lx; avvake, шу God ! 470 

Or lct nie slecp alway. 

Thc harboiir-bav w^as clcar as glass, 
vSo snioothly it vvas strcvvm! 

And 011 tlie bav the moonlight lay, 

Anđ the shadovv of the Moon. 475 

Tlie rock shone bright, the kirk 110 less, 

That stands above the rock : 

Thc moonlight stceped in silentness 
The steady vveathercock 

And the bay was \vhite with silent light 480 
Till rising from the same, 

Full many shapes, that shađovv’s \vere, 

In crimson colours came. 
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A little distance from the prow 

Those crimson shadows were: 485 

I turiied my eyes upon the deck— 

Oh, Christ! what saw I thcrc I 

Each corse, lay flat, lifeless and flat, 

And by the holy rood I 

A maii all light, a serai)h-man, 490 

On every corse there stood. 

This seraph-band, each waved his hand, 

It was a heavcnly sight! 

They stood as signals to the land, 

Each one a lovely light; 495 

This scraph-band, each wavcd his hand, 

N0 voice did thcy impart— 

N0 voice; but Gh 1 thc silcnce sank 
Eike music on my heart. 

But soon I heard the dash of oars, 500 

I heard the Pilot’s cheer; 

Му head was turned perforce away, 

And I saw a boat appear. 

The Pilot and the Pilot’s boy, 

I heard them coming fast: 505 

Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a јоу 
The dead men could not blast. 

I saw a thirđ—I hearđ his voice: 

It is'the Hermit good! 

Не singeth loud his godly hymns 510 

That he makes in the wood. 

НеЧ 1 shrieve mv soul, he 41 wash away 
The Albatross's bloođ. 
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Part VII. 

This Hermit good lives in that wood 

Which slopes down to the sea. 515 

How ЈопсНу his sweet voice he rea^rs! 

Не loves to tal^c with niarineres 
That conie from a far coiintree. 

Не kneels at morn, and 110011, aiid Jve— 

Не hath a cushion phimp : 520 

It is the moss that wholly hides 
The rotted old oak-stump. 

The skiff-boat ncared: I heard them talk, 

*Why, this is strange, I itrow ! 

Where are those lights so шапу and fair, 525 
That signal made but now?* 

'Strange, by my faith !* the Hermit said— 

‘And they answered not our cheer! 

The planks looked warped 1 and see those sails, 
Но^ thin they are and serc I 530 

I never saw aught like to them, 

Unless perchance it were 

Brown skeletons of leaves that lag 
Му forest-brook along; 

When the ivy-tođ is heavy with snojv, 535 

And the owlet whoops to the wolf below, 

That eats the she-wolPs young.' 

Феаг Lorđ! it hath a fiendish look— 

(T^ie Pilot made reply) 



lOO 


ENGLISH POETRV 


I am a-feared’—Tush on, Pusli oii 1 * 540 

Said the Hermit cheerily. 

The boat came closer to the ship, 

But I iior spake nor stirred; 

The boat came close beneath the ship, 

And straight a sound was heard, 545 

Under the water it rumbled 011, 

Still louder and more dread: 

It reached the ship, it split thc bay; 

The ship went down like lead. 

vStunned by that loud and dreadful souiul, 55a 
Which sky and occan sniote, 

Like onc that hath been sevcn days drowiied 
Му body lay > afloat; 

Biit swift as dreams, myself I found 

Within the Pilot's lx)at. 555 

Upon the whirl, whcre sank the ship, 

The boat spun round and round; 

And all was still, save that the hill 
Was telling of the sound. 

I moved my lips—the Pilot shrieked 560 

And fell down in a fit; 

The holy Hermit raised his eyes, 

And prayed where he did sit. 

I t'^ok thc oars: the Pilot's boy, 

Who now doth crazy go, 565 

Laughed loud and long, and all the whilc 
His eyes went to and fro. 

‘Had hal’ quoth he, Tull plain I see, 

The Devil knows how to row.* 
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Aiid iiow, airiii my ovvii countree, 570 

I stood 011 the firm laiid! 

The Hermit stepped forth from the boat, 

Aiid scarcely he could staiid. 

‘O shrive iiie, shrive me, holy man !* 

The Hermit crossed his brow. 575 

‘Say quick,* quoth he, Т bid thee say— 

What maiiner of man art thou?* 

Forthvvith this frame of mine was vvrenched 
With a wocfiil agony, 

Which forced me to begin my tale; 580 

And then it left me free. 

Since then, at an uncertain hour, 

That agony returns: 

And till niy ghastly tale is told, 

This heart within me burns. 585 

I pass, like night, from land to land; 

I have strange power of speech; 

That moment that his face I see, 

I know the man that must hear me: 

То him my tale I tcach. 590 

What loud uproar bursts from that door I 
The Wedding-Gucsts are there : 

But in the gardcn-bower the bride 
And bride-maids singing агб : 

And hark the littlc vesper bell, 595 

Which biddeth me to ргауег ! 

O ,Wedding-Guest! this soul hath, been 
Aione on a vvide vvide sea: 
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So lonely 4 was, that God Himself 

Scarce seemed there to be. воо 

O sweeter than the marriage-feast, 

‘Tis sweeter far to me, 

То walk together to the kirk 
With a goodly сотрапу I— 

То walk together to the kirk, 605 

Anu all together ргау, 

While each to his great Father bends, 

Old men, and bal^es, and loving friends, 

And youths and maidcns gay ! 

Farcwell, farewcll I but this I tell 610 

То thec, thou Wedding-Guest I 
Не prayeth well, who loveth wen 
Both man and bird and beast. 

Не praveth bcst, who loveth best 

All things botli great and small; 615 

For the dear God who loveth us, 

Не niade and loveth all.’ 

The Mariner, whose еуе is bright, 

Whose beard with age is hoar, 

Is gone: and now the Wedding-Guest 620 
Turned from the bridegroom’s door. 

Не went like one that hath been stunned, 

And is of sense forlorn: 

A sadder and a wiser man, 

Не rose the morrow morn. 


625 
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THERE WAS A BOY 

Therc was a boy; уе knew him well, уе clif 5 s 
Anđ islanđs of Winander ! Мапу a time, 

At eveninp:, whcn thc earlicst stars begran 
То move along- thc edgcs of the hills, 

Rising or setting, would he stand alone, 5 

Beneath the trees, or by the glinimering lake; 

And there, with fingers interw7ven, both hands 
Prcsscd closely palm to palm and to his inoiith 
Uplifted, he, as through an instrument, 

Blew miniic hootings to the silcnt owls, 10 

That they might answer hiin. And they would shout 
Across the watery vale, and shout agaiii, 

Responsive to his call, with quivering peals, 

And long Tialloos, and screams, and echoes loud 
Redoubled and redoublcd ; concourse wild 15 

(^f jocund din ! And, when there came a pause 
Of silence such as baffled his best skill : 

Then, sometimes, in that silence, while he hung 

Listening, a gentle shock of mild sut^prise 

Has carried far into his heart thd' voice ^ so 

Of mountain torrents; or the visible scene 

Would enter unawares into his mind 

With all its solemn imagerv, its rocks, 

Its woods, and that uncertain heaven received 

Into the bosom of the steady lake. 25 
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This boy was lakeii from liis niates, and dieđ 
In childhood, erc he \vas full t\velve \'ears old. 
Prc-eniinent in beautv is the val^ 

\Vhere hc \vas born and bred : the churchvard hangs 
Upon a slot)c abovc thc villagc school : 30 

And througn that churchvard \vhen шу way has led 
On sunimer cvenings, Т believe, that there 
Л long half-hour together I have stood 
Mute, look'ng at the gravc in \vhich he lies ! 


ТНК SOLITARV REAPER. 

Behold her, singlc in the field, 

Yon solitary Highland lass ! 

Rcaping and singing by herself; 

Stop here, or gently pass! 

Alone she cuts and binds the grain, 5 

And sings a mclancholy strain ; 

O listen ! for the valc profound 
Is overflowing \vith the soiind. 

N0 nightingale did cver chaunt 

Alorc welcome notes to weary bands 10 

Of travellcrs in some shady haunt, 

Amoiig Arabian sanđs: 

A voice so thrilling ne’er was heard 
In spring-time from the cuckoo-bird, 

Breakiiig the silence of the seas 15 

Among the farthest Hebrides. 

Will.no one tell nie what she sings? 

Perhaps the plaintive numbers flo\v 
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For olđ, ипћарру, far-off thiiigs, 

And battles long ago: 

Or is it some niore hunible lav, 
Familiar mattcr of to-day? 

Some natural sorro\v, loss, or pain, 
Tlftit has beeii, and шау bc again? 


Whate’er the thcnie, the maiden sang 
As if her song could have no endyig; 
I sa\v her singing at her vv’ork, 

And o’er thc sickle bending;— 

I listened, motionlcss and still; 

And, as 1 mounted up the hill, 

The niusic in my heart I bore 
Long after it u^as heard no more. 


THE DAFFODILvS. 

I \vandered lonely as a cloud 

^'hat floats on high o’er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host of goldeii daffodils; 

Beside the lakc, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in thc breeze. 


Continuous as the stars that shinc 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
Т^ћеу stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margiii of a bay: 

'ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 
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The waves beside them danced; but they 
Out'did the sparkling waves in glee: 

A poet could not but be gay, 

In such a jocuiid сотрапу ! 

I gazed—and gazcd—but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought; 

Kor oft, when оп my couch I lie 
In vacaiit or in peiisive mood, 

They .lash upon that inward еуе 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 

And then my heart with pleasure fills, 

And đances vvith the daffođils. 


WRITTEN IN LONDON, SEPTEMBER, 1802. 

O Friend ! I know not which way I must look 
For conifort, being, as I am, opprest, 

То think that novv our life is onlv drest 
For show; mean handy-work of craftsman, cook, 
Or groom !—Wc miist run glittering like a brook 
In the open sunshine, ог we are unblest: 

The wea1thiest man among us is the best: 

N0 grandeur now in nature or in book 
Delights us. Rapinc, avarice, expense, 

This is idolatry; and these we adore: 

Plain living and high thinking аге no more: 
The homely beautv of the good old cause 
Is gone; our peace, our fearful innocence, 

And pure religion breathing household laws. 
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ODE ТО DUTY. 

Stern Daughtcr of the Voice of God! 

O Duty 1 if that name thou love 
Who a^-t a light to guiđe, a rod 
То check the t^rring, and reprove; 

Thou \vho art victory and law 5 

Whcn cmpty terrors overavve; 

From vain teinptations dost sct free, 

And calm’st the wcary strifc of frail humanity ! 

There are who ask not if thine еуе 

Ве on them; who, in love and truth, то 

Where no misgiving is, ^rely 

Upon the genial sensc of youth ; 

Glad hcarts ! without reproach or blot; 

Who do thy work, and know it not; 

Oh ! if through confidence misplaced 15 

Thcv fail, thy saving arms, dread Power ! around 
them cast. 

Serene will be our days and bright, 

And happy will our natiire be, 

When love is an unerring light, 

And јоу its own security. 20 

And they a blissful course ma^ hold 
Even now, who, not unwisel^ bold, 

Live in thc spirit of this creed; 

Yet seek thy firm support, according to their neeđ. 

1, foving freedom, and untried, 

N0 sport of every random gust, 
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Yet being to myself a guiđe, 

Тоо bliiiclly liave reposed my trust: 

And oft, \vhen in my heart was heard 
Thy timely mandate, I deferred 30 

The task, in smoother vvalks to stray; 

But thee I now would serve more strictlv, if I шау. 

Through no disturbance of шу soul 
Or strong conipuiiction iii nie wrought, 

I supplicate for thy control ; 35 

But iii the (luietness of thought: 

Ме this iinchartcrecl freedom tires; 

I feel the weight of chancc-desires: 

Му hopes 110 more must change their паше; 

I loiig for a repose that ever is the same. 40 

Stern Tavvgiver! vct thou dost vvear 
The Oodheacrs most lxjnigiiaut grace; 

Nor knovv \vc anything so fair 
As is the smile upon thy face : 

Flowers laugh before thee on their beds, 45 
And fragrance in thy footing treads; 

Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong; 

And the most ancient heavens, through thee, are 
fresh and strong. 

То humbler functions, awful Power! 

I call thee : I invself commend 
Unto thy guidance from this hoitr; 

Oh, let my wxakness have an end ! 

Give unto me, made lowdy vvise, 

The spirit of self-sacrifice; 

The conficlence of reason give ; 

Anđ in the light of truth thy bondman let me 
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live! 
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SHE WAS A PHANTOAI OF DELIGIlT. 

Slie \\as a i)liantoni of deliglit 
When first she g-leamed upon niy sight; 

A lovclv apparition, sent 
То bc a nioinent's ornanicnt; 

Her cycs as stars of tuiliglit fair; 

Like Tvvilight’s, too, licr dusky hair; 

But all things clse about her dra\^ 

Erom Mav-tinie aiid thc checrful da\vn ; 

A danciug shape, aii iniagc gay, 

То liaunt, to startle, and \vayTay. 

I sa\v her upon nearer vieus 
A Si)irit, vet a Wonian too! 

Hcr household niotions light aud free, 

And stcps of virgin-liberty; 

A countcnaiice in \vhich did mect 
Svveet records, proniiscs as sweet; 

A crcature not too briglit or good 
For huiiian nature’s daily food, 

IJor transieiit sorro\vs, simple \viles, 

I^raise, blanie, love, kisses, tcars, and smilcs. 

And no\v Т see with еуе serene 
The very pulse of the machine; 

A being breathing tlioughtful breath, 

A traveller betvvcen life and death : 

The reason firm, the temperate ^ill, 
Endiirance, foresight, strength, anđ skill; 

A perfcct Woman, noblv planned 
То warn, to conifort, and command; 

And yet a Spirit still, anđ bright 
With something of aii angel-light. 
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THE REVERIE OF POOR vSUSAN. 

At the corner of Wood Street, wheii đaylight appears, 
Hangs a thrush that sings loud, it has sung for three years: 
Poor Susan has passed by the spot, and has heard 
In the silence of morning the song of the bird. 

’Tis a note of enchantment; what ails her? She sees 5 
A mountain arcending, a vision of trees; 

Bright volumes of vapour through Lothbury glide, 

And a river flows on through the vale of Cheapside. 

Green pastures shc view^s in the midst of the dale 
Down which she so oftcn has tripped with her pail; 10 
And a single small cottage. a ncst like a dove’s, 

The one only dwelling on earth that she loves. 

She looks, aiid her heart is iii hcaven : biit they fade, 

The mist and the river, the hill aiid thc shadc ; 

The stream will not flow^, and the hill will not rise, 15 
And the colours have all passed away from her eyes! 


STEPPING WESTWARD. 

'*What, уои are stepping westivard — '*Yea/^ 

—’Twould be a ^Hldish destiny 
If we, w^ho tlius together roam 
In a strange land, and far from home, 

Where in this place the guests of Chance : 5 

Yet who w^ould stop ог fear to advance, 

Though home or shelter he hađ none, 

With ^uch a Sky to lead him on ? 
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The dewy ground was dark and cold; 

Behind, all gloomy to behold ; lo 

And stepping westward seemed to be 
A kind of heavenly destiny : 

I liked the grceting: 4 was a souiid 
Of something without place or bound ; 
And*seemed to give me spiritual r^ht 15 

То travel thrcAigh that regioii bright. 

Thc voice was soft, and she who spake 
Was walking by her native lake: 

The salutation had to me 

The very sound of courtesy: 20 

Its power was felt; and while my еуе 
Was fixed upon the glowing sky, 

The echo of the voice enwrought 
A human sweetness wijh the thought 
Of travelling through the world that lay 25 

Before me in my endless way. 

SHE DWELT AMONG THE UNTRODDEN WAYS 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways 
Beside the springs of Dove; 

A maid whom there were nonc to praisc, 

And very few to love; 

A violet by a mossy stone 5 

Half-hidden from the еуе ! 

—Fair as a star, when on\y one 
Is shining in the sky. 

She lived unknown, and few could know 
When Lucy ceased to be; 

Bjllt she is in her grave, and, oh, 

The difference to me! 
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SeUND SOUND THE CLAErON 

Souml, soiiiid thc clarioii, fill the fife! 

То all the sensiial world proclaini, 

Onc crowded hour of glorious life 
Is worth an age without a naine. 


BRIGNALL BANKS. 

0 , Bngnall banks are \\ild and fair, 

And Greta \voods are green, 

And vou niav gather garlands therc, 

Would grace a siimmer queeii. 

And as I rode by Daltoii-hall, 5 

Beiieath thc turrets high, 

A Maiden on the castle-\vall 
Was singing merrilv,— 

‘0 Brignall banks are fresh and fair, 

And Greta woods are green; lO 

rd rathcr ^ove \vith Kdinund there 
Than reigu our English queeii*. 

Tf, Maiđeii, thou wouldst wend \vith ше, 

То leave lx)th to\ver and tovn, 

Thou first must guess \vhat life leađTve, 15 
That đ\vell by đale and do\vn. 
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And if thou canst that riđđle reađ, 

As read full well you таз^ 

Then to the greenwood shalt thou speed 

As blithe as Queen of Мау\ 20 

Yet sung she, ‘Brignall banks are fair, 

And^ Greta \voods are green ; 

141 rather rove with Edmund there, 

Than reign our English queen. 

Т read you, by \^our bugle-horn 
And b\" your palfrev good, 

I read 3^011 for a ranger sw'orn 
То keep the king’s greenwood 4 
*A Rangcr, lady^ winds his horn, 

And ’tis at peep of light; 

His blast is heard at тсггу morn, 

And mine at dead of night 4 — 

Yct sung shc 'Brignall banks are fair, 

And Greta woods are gay; 

I \vould I were with Edmund there 
То reign his Queen of Мау 1 

‘With burnisliM brand and musketoon, 

So gallantl^" you come, 

I read you for a bold dragoon 
That lists the tuck of drum\ 

Т list no more thc tuck of drum, 

No more the trumpet hear ^ 

But when the beetle sounds his ћитЛ 
Му comrades take the spear. 

And p ! though Brignall banks be fair 
Ayd Greta woođs be gay, 

Yet /mickle must the maiden đare 
Would reign my Queen of Мау ! 
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‘Maiden! a nameless life I lead, 

A nameless death 141 die; 

The fiend whose lanterii lights the mead 
Were better mate than 11 
And when Гт witli my comrades met 
Beaeath the greenwood bough,'^ 
What once we were we ail forget, 

Nor think what we are now 4 
'Ye^ Brignall banks are fresh and fair, 
Anđ Greta woods are green, 

And you may gather garlands there 
Would grace a summer-queen 4 


COVNTV GUY. 

Ah! Couuty Guy, the hour is nigh, 

The sun has left the lea, 

The orange-flower perfumes the bower, 
The breeze is on the sea. 

The lark, his lay who triird all day, 

Sits hushM his partner nigh; 

Breeze, bird and flower confess the hour, 
But where is County Guy? 


Тће village^ maid steals through the shade 
Her shephqrd*s suit to hear; 

То Beauty shy, by lattice high, 

Sings high-born Cavalier. 

The star of Love, all stars above, 

Now reigns o*er earth апЗ sky; 

And high and low the influence know*^— 
But where is County Guy? 
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THE LAST MINSTREL. 

The way was long, the wind was cold, 

The Minstrel was infirm and old; 

His wither*d cheek, and tresses grey, 

Seem’d to have known a better day; 

The harp, his sole remaining јоу, ^ 

Was carried by an orphan boy. 

The last of all the Bards was he, 

Who sung of Border chivalry; 

For, welladay! their date was fled, 

His tuneful brethren all were dead; 10 

And he, neglected and oppress’d, 

Wish’d to be with them, and at rest. 

N0 more 011 prancing palfrey borne, 

Не carolled light as lark at morn; 

N0 longer courted and caressM, 15 

High placed in hall, a welcome guest, 

Не pour’d, to lord and lady gay, 

The unpremeditated lay: 

Old times werc changed, old manners gone: 

A stranger filled the Stuarts’ throne; 20 

The bigots of the iron time 

Had call’d his harmless art a crime. 

A wandering Harper, scorn’d and^poor, 

Не begg’d his bread froni door fo door 
And tuned, to please a peasant’s ear, 25 

The harp a king had loved to hear. 

Не pas??’d where Newark’s stately tower 
Looks dnt from Yarrow's birchen bower: 

The Minstrel gazed with wishful еуе 
No humbler resting-pl^ce was nigh: 
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With hesitating step at last, 

The embattled portal arch he pass 41 , 

Whose ponderous grate aiid massy bar 
Had oft roird back the tide of war, 

But never closed the iron door 35 

Agaiiisf the desolate and i>oor. 

The Duchess mark’d his weary pacc, 

His timid mien, and rcverend face, 

And bade her page the menials tell 

That they should tcnd the old man well: 40 

For she had known adversity, 

Though born in such a high degree; 

In pride of power, in bcauty's bloom, 

Had wept o’er Monmouth*s bloody tomb ! 

Whcn kindness had his wants supplicd, 45 
And the old man was gratified, 

Began to rise his Minstrcl pride; 

And he began to talk anon, 

Of good Earl Francis, dead and gone, 

And of Earl Walter, rest him, God ! 50 

A braver ne’er to battle rode; 

And how full many a talc he knew 
Of the old warriors of Bucclench ; 

And, would the noble Duchess deign 

То listeii to an old man’s strain, 55 

Though stiff his hand, his voice though weak, 

Не thought <A^en yet, the sooth to speak, 

That, if she loved the harp to hear, 

Не could make music to her ear. 

The humble boon was soon obtain’d;( 60 

The aged Minstrel audience gain’d. 

But, when he reach’d the room of state, 

Where she, with all hef ladies, sate. 
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Perchance he wish*d his boon denied: 

For, when to tune his harp he tried, 65 

His trembling hand had lost the ease 
Which marks security to please; 

And scenes, long past, of ]oy and pain, 

Came wildering o*er his aged brain— 

Не tried to tune his harp in vain! 70 

The pitying Ducness praised its chime, 

And gave him heart, and gavc him time, 

Till evcry string^s according glee 
Was blended into harmony. 

And theii, he said, he would full fain 75 

Не could recall an ancient strain, 

Не never thought to sing again. 

It was not framed for villagc churls, 

But for high dames and mighty earls; 

Не had play’d it to Kin^ Charles the good, 80 
When he kept court in Holyrood; 

And much he wish*d, yet fear*d, to try 
The long-forgotten melody. 

Amid the strings his finger stray’đ, 

And an uncertain warbling mađe, 85 

And oft he shook his hoary head. 

But when he caught the measure wild, 

The old man raised his face and smiled; 

And lighten’d up his faded еуе, 

With all a poeCs ecstasy I 90 

In varying cadence, soft or strcjng, 

Не swept the sounding chords alongi: 

The present scene, the future lot, 

His toils, his wants, were all forgot; 

Cold diffidence, and age’s frost, 

In the full tide of song were lost; 
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Each blank in faithless тетогу voiđ, 
The poet’s glowing thought supplieđ: 
Anđ, while his harp responsive rung, 
’Twas thus the Latest Minstrel sung. 


PROUD MAISIE. 

Proud Maisie is in the wood, 
Walking so early; 

Sweet Robin sits on the bush, 
Singing so rarely. 

‘Tell me, thou bonny bird, 

When shall I таггу me?* 

—When six braw gentlemen 
Kirkward 4 hall саггу уе.* 

‘Who makes the bridal bed, 

Birdie, say truly?* 

—‘The grey-heađed sexton 

That delves the grave duly. 

‘The gloW”Worm o'er grave and stone 
Shall light thee steady; 

The owl from the steeple sing 
Welconie, proud lady.’ 



ROBRRT vSOUTHEY. 


THE SCHOLAR. 

Му days among the Deađ are past; 

Around nie I beholđ, 

Where’er these casual eyes are cast, 

The mighty minds of old : 

Му never-failing friends are they, 5 

With whom I converse day by day. 

With them I take delight in weal 
And seek relief in w%e; 

And while I understand and feel 

How inuch to them I owc, то 

Му cheeks have often been bedew 41 
With tears of thoughtful gratituđe. 

Му thoughts are with the Dead; with them 
I live in long-past years, 

Their virtues love, their faults condemn, 15 

Partake their hopes and fears; 

And from their lessons seek and finđ 
Instruction with an humble niind. 

Му hopes are with the Deađ*; anon 

Му place with them will be, 20 

Anđ I with them shall travel on 
TJirough all futuritv; 

Ye;. leaving here a name, I trust, 

That will not perish in the đust. 
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ROSE AVLMER. 

Аћ ! what avails the sceptered race ! 

Ah ! what the form divine ! 

What every virtue, every grace ! 

Rose Aylmer, all wcre thine. 

Rose Aylmer, whoni thesc wakefiil eves 
Мау wcep, but never see, 

A night of memories and sighs 
I consccratc to thee. 


ON HIMSELF. 

I strove ^vith iione, for none was worth my strife 
Nature I loved, and, next to Nature, Art; 

I warnied both hands before the fire of life; 

It sinks, and I am ready to depart. 
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ТО NIGHT. 

Mystcrious Night! wheii our first parent knew 
Thee from report divinc, aiid lieard thy name, 

Did he not tremble for this lovely frame, 

Tliis glorious сапору of light and blue? 

Yet hieath a curtain of translucent dew, 5 

Bathed in the rays of the gt^at setting flamc, 

Hesperus with the host of lieaven came, 

And lo! Creation widened in man's view. 

Who could have thought such đarkness lay concealed 
Within thy beams, O Sun ! or who could find, lo 
Whilst and leaf and insect stood revealed, 

That to such countlcss orbs thou mad\st us blind ! 
Why do we then shun death with anxious strife? 

If Tight can thus deceive, whereforc not Life? 
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ТНК BATTLE OF THR BALTIC. 

Of Nelsoii anđ the North 
Siiig: tlie glorious day’s renown, 

When to battle fierce came forth 
All the might of Denmark’s croun, 

And her arms along the deep proudly shone; 5 

Ву each gun the lighted brand 
In a bold determined hanđ, 

And the Prince of all the land 
Led them on. 

Like leviathans afloat lo 

Lay their bulwarks on the brine, 

While the sign of battle flew 
On the lofty British line : 

It was ten of April morn by the chime : 

As they đrifteđ on their path 15 

There was silence deep as death, 

And the boldest held his breath 
For a time, 

But tiie might of England flushM 
То anticipate thc scene; 20 

And her van the fleeter rush’d 
O’er the deadly space between : 

‘Hearts of oak !’ our captains cried, when each gun 
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From its adamantine lips 
Spread a death-shade round the ships, 
Like the hurricane eclipse 
Of the sun. 

Agaiii! again 1 again 1 
And "^he havoc did not slack, 

Till a feeble’ cheer the Dane 
То our cheering sent us back;— 

Their shots along the deep slowly boom :— 
Then ceased—and all is wail, 

As they strike the shatter’d sail, 

Or in conflagration pale 
Light the gloom. 

Out spoke the victor then 
As he hail’d them o’e? the wave: 

^Ye are brothers ! уе are men ! 

And we conquer but no save:— 

So peace instead of death let us bring : 

Biit yicld, proud foe, thy fleet, 

With the crews, at Bngland's feet, 
And/make submission meet 
То our King.’ 

Then Denmark blessed our chief 
That he gavc her wounds repose ; 

And the sounds of ioy anc^ grief 
From her people wildly ro§e, 

As death withdrew his shađes from the day 
While the sun look’d smiling bright 
O’er a wide and wocful sight, 

Where the fires of funeral light 
Died away. 
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Novv јоу, old Englaiid, raise ! 55 

For the tidings of thy might, 

Ву the festal cities' blaze 
Whilst the wine-cup shines in light 1 
And yet amidst that јоу aiid uproar, 

Eet us think of theni that sleep бо 

Full niany a fathom decp, 

Ву thy wild and stormy »геер, 

Elsinore 1 

Brkve hearts! to Britain’s pridc 
Once so faithful and so true, 65 

On the deck of fame that died, 

With the gallant good Riou: 

Soft sigh the winds of heaven o’er their grave ! 
While the billow mournful rolls 
And the mermaidf- s song condolcs 70 

Siiiging glory to the souls 
Of the brave! 



THOMAvS MOORE. 


PRO PATRIA MORI. 

When hc who ađores thee has left but the nanie 
Of his fanlt and his sorrows behind, 

Oh ! sav wilt thou weep, whcn they darken thc fame 
Of a life that for thee was resiRii’d 1 
Yes, wcep, and howevcr niy foes may conđemn, 5 
Thv tears shall efface their decrec; 

For, Heaven can witness, though guilty to them, 

1 havc bceu but too faithful to thee. 

With thec were the dreams of my earliest lovc; 

I^very thought of my reason was thine : lo 

Tn my last humble ргаусг to tlie Spirit above 
Thy naific shall bc minglcd with minc ! 

Oh I blest are the lovers and friends who shall live 
The days of thv glorv to sce; 

But the next dearest blessing that Hcaven can give is 
Is the pride of thus đying for thee. 
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A WET SHEET AND A rLOWING SEA 

A wet sheet and a flowing sea, 

A wiiid that follows fast 
And fills the white and rustling sail 
And bends the gallant mast; 

And bends the gallant mast, my boys, 5 

While like the eagle free 
Away the good ship flies, and leaves 
Old England on the lee. 

O for a soft and gentle wind! 

I heard a fair one сгу; lo 

But give to me the snoring breeze 
And whitc waves heaving high; 

And white waves heaving high, my lads, 

The good ship tight and free— 

The world of waters is our home, 15 

And теггу men are we. 

There’s tempest in уоп horned moon, 

And lightning in уоп cloud ; 

But hark the music, mariners! 

The wind is piping loud; 20 

The wind is piping loud, my boys, 

The lightning flashes free— 

While the hollow oak our palace is, 

Our heritage the sea. 


126 



GEORGE GORDON NOEL BYRON. 


VENICE. 

<From Childe Harold’s Pilgrimagk, Canto IV.) 

I. 

I stood in Venice, on the Briđge of Sighs; 

A palace and a prison on each hand: 

I saw from out the wave her structures rise 
As from thc stroke of the^ enchanter’s wand: 

A thousand years their cloudy wings expand 5 

Around me, and a dying Glory smiles 

O’er the far times, when many a subject land 
Look’d to the winged Lion’s marble piles, 

Where Venice sate in state, throned on her hundred isles! 


II. 

She looks a sea Cybele, fresh from ocean, lo 

Rising with her tiara of proud towers 
At airy distance, with majestic motion, 

A ruler of the waters and their powers: 

And such she was;—her đaughters hafl their dowers 
From spoils of nations, and the exhaustless East 15 
PourM in her lap all gems in sparkling showers. 

In purple was she robed, anđ of her feast 
Monarchs partook, and deemM their đignity increased. 
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III. 

In Venice Tasso’s echoes are iio more, 

And silent rows the songless gonđolier; 

Her palaces are crumbling to the shore, 

And music meets not always now the ear : 
Thosc davS are goiie—but Beauty still is here. 
Statcs fall, arts fade—but Nature doth not die. 

Nor yet forget how Vcnice oncc was đear, 

Thc pleasaii.', placc of all festivitv, 

The revel of the earth, the masque of Italv ! 

IV. 

But unto us shc hath a spell beyond 
Hcr name in story, and her long аггау 
Of mighty shadows, whose dim forms despond 
Above the Dogcless city’s vanish’d sway; 

Ours is a trophy which will not decay 
With the Rialto; Shylock and thc Moor, 

And Pierre, cannot be swept or worn away— 
Thc keystones of the arch! though all were o’er, 
For us repeopled were the solitary shore. 


XI. 

The spouseless Adriatic mourns her lord; 

And, annual marriage now no more renew’d, 
The Bucentaur lies rotting unrestored, 

Neglected garment of her widowhoođ! 

St. Mark yet sees his lion where he stood 
Stand, but in тоскегу of his wither’d power, 
Over the proud Place where an Emperor sued, 
Arid monarchs gazed anđ envied in the hour 
When Venice Was a queen with ап unequall’d đower. 
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Tlie Suabian sued, anđ now the Austrian reigns— 

An Emperor tramples where an Emperor knelt; 
Kingdoms are shrunk to provinces, anđ chains 
Clank ove^; sceptred cities; nations melt 
From power*s high jpinnacle, when thc}^ have felt 50 
The sunshine for a whilc, and downward go 
Like lauwine loosen’d from the mountain’s belt; 

O for one hour of blinđ old Dandolo ! 

Th’ octogenarian chief, Byzantium’s conquering foe. 


ON THE CAvSTLE OF CHILLON. 

Eternal Spirit of thc chainless jSIinđ! 

Brightest in dungcons, Libcrty! thou art, 

For there thy habitation is the heart— 

The heart which lovc of Thec alonc can bind; 

Anđ when thy sons to fettcrs are consign’d, 5 

То fefters, and the damp vault’s dayless gloom, 
Their country conquers with their martyrdom, 

And Freedom’s fame finds wmgs 011 every winđ. 

Chillon I thy prison is a holy place 

\nd thy sad floor an altar, for 4 was trod, 10 

Until his very steps have left a ttace 

Worn as if thy cold pavement were a sođ, 

Ву Boniiivarđ! Мау none those marks efface ! 

For they appeal from tyranny to Gođ, 
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ТО A SKVBARK. 

Hail to thce, blithe Spirit! 

Bird thou never \vert, 

That from heaven, or ncar it 
Pourest thy full heart 

In profuse strains of unpremeđitateđ art. 5 

Higher still and higher 

Froni the earth thou springcst, 

Tike a cloud of fire, 

The blue deep thou wingest, 

And singing still dost soar, and soaring cver singest. lo 

In the golden lightning 
Of the sunken sun 

O’er which clouds are brightcning, 

Thou dost float and run, 

Like an unbodied јоу whose race is just begun. 15 

The pale purple even 

Melts а^-оип^ thy flight; 

Like a star of heaven 
In the broad daylight 

Thou art unseen, but yet I hcar thv shrill delight: 20 

Keen аб are the arrows 
Of that silver sphere, 
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Whose intense lamp narrows 
In the white dawn clear 

Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there. 25 

All the earth and air 
Witli thy voice is loud, 

As, when night ;s bare, 

From one loncly cloud 

The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overflow 41 . 30 

What thou art wc know not; 

What is niost like thee? 

From raiiibow clouds there flovv not 
Drops so bright to see 

As from thy prcsence showers a rain of melody;— 35 

Likc a poet hidden 

In the light of thought, 

Singing hymns unbidden, 

Till the world is wrought 

То sympathy with hopes and fcars it heeded not: 40 

Tike a high-born maiden 
In a palace towcr, 

Soothing her love-laden 
Soul in secret hour 

With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower: 45 

Iyike a glow-worm golden 
In a dell of dew, 

Scattering unbeholden 
Its aerial hue 

Among the flowers and grass, which screen it 
from the view: 
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Like a rose embower*đ 
In its own green leaves, 

Ву warm winds deflower*d 
Till the scent it gives 

iSIakes faint with too much sweet these heavy-winged 
thieves. 

Sound of vernal showers 
On the twinkling grass, 

Raif^awakcn 41 flowers, 

All that ever was 

Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass. 

Teach us, sprite or bird, 

What sweet thoughts arc thine: 

I have never heaid 
Praise of love or wine 

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

Cliorus hymeneal 
Or triumphal chaunt 

Match’d with thine, would bc all 
But an empty vaunt— 

A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 

What objects arc the fountains 
Of thy happy strain? 

What fielđs, or vvaves, or mountains? 

What shat)es of sky or plain? 

What love of thine own kind? What ignorance of 
pain? 

With thy clear keen јоуапсе 
Languor cannot be: 



SHELLEV 


133 


Shađow of апћоуапсе 
Never camc near thee: 

Thou lovest; but iie^er kiiew love^s sad satiety. So 

Waking or asleep, 

TIkju of death must đeem 

Things more t^ue and deep 
Than we mortals dream, 

Or how could thy notes flow in such a crvstal stream? 85 

Wc look before and after, 

Anđ pine for what is not: 

Our sincerest laughter 
With some pain is fraught; 

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of eaddest thought.90 

Yet if wc could scorn 

Hate, and pride, and fear; 

If we werc things born 
Not to shed a tear, 

I know not how thy јоу we ever should come near. 95 

Befter than all measures 
Of delightful sound, 

Better than all treasures 
That in books are found, 

Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground! 100 

Teach me half the gladness' 

That thy brain must knov, 

Such harmonious madness 
From my lips would flow, 

The vvorld should listen then, as I am listcning now 1 /05 
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OZVMANDIAS OF EGYPT. 

I met a travcller from an antiqiie land 

VVho said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert. Near them on the sand, 

Half sunki a shatter’d visage lies, whose frown 
Aiid wrinkled lip and sneer of cbld command 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions rcad 
Which yet ^^urvive, stamp’d on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mock’d them and the heart that fed; 
And on the pedcstal these words appear: 

‘Му name is Ozvmandias, king of kings: 

Look on my works, уе Mighty, and despair 1 ’ 

Nothing beside rcmains. 'Round the dccay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare, 

The lone and levcl sands stretch far away. 


ode to the west wind. 

O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being, 
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leavcs deađ 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter flceing, 
Ycllow, aiid black, and palc, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-stricken niultitudes: O thou 
Who chariotest to their đark wintry bed 
The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low, 
Each like a corpSe within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister oi the Spring shall blow 
Her clarion o’er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving swect buds like flocks to feed in air) 

With living hues and ođours plain and hill: 

Wild vSpirit, which art nioving everywhere; 
Destroyer aiijd Preserver; hear, O hear! 
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Thou 011 \vhose strcam,* ’mid the steep sky*s commotion, 15 
Loosc clouds like earth’s decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tanglcd boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 
Angels of rain and lightning! Therc are spread 
On the blue surface of thiiie airy surge, 

Like the bright hair upliftcd from the head 20 

Of some fiercG M?enad,^evbi froni thc dini ^^erge 
Of thc horizon to the zenith’s height, 

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 
Of the dying уеаг, to v\^hich this closing %iight 
\Vill be the donic of a vast sepulchrc, 25 

Vaiilted \vith all thy congregatcd might 
Of vapours, from \vhosc solid almosphere 
Black rain, and fire, and hail, \vill bnrst: O hear ! 

Tliou \vho didst waken from his summer-dreams 

Thc blue Mediterranean, \vhere hc lay, 30 

Luird b\^ the coil of his crvstallinc strcams, 

Beside a pumicc islc in Baiee^s bay, 

And sa\v in sleep okl palaces and towers 
Quivering \\ithin the vvave’s intenser day, 

All ovcrgrovvn with azure moss, and flowers 35 

vSo sweet, thc sense faints pictiiring them! Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic^s level powers 

Cleave themselves into chasms, whilc far below 
Thc sea-blooms aiid the oozy woods which wear 

Th^ sapless foliage of thc ocean, know 40 

Thy voice, anđ suddcnlv grow grey \^ith fear 
And tremble and despoil themsclve^: () hcar! 

If I were a dead leaf thou mightcst bear; 

If I \vere a swift cloud to fly with thee; 

A \vave to pant beneath thy po\ver, and share 
The impulse of thy streiigth, only less free 


45 
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Than Thou, O uiicontrollable! If even 
I were as in шу boyhood, and could be 
The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven, 

As then, wheu to outstrip thy skiey speed 50 

Scarce seem’d a vision,—I would ne’er have striven 
As thus with thee in ргауег in my sore ne^d. 

C^h ! lift nie as a wave, a leaf, a cloud! 

I fall upon tlie thorns of life! I bleed ! 

A heavy weight of liours has chain’d and bow’d 55 

Onc too lik'e thee—tamelcss, and svvift, and proiid. 

Маке me thy lyre, ev’n as thc forcst is: 

\Vhat if my leaves are falling like its own ! 

The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 
Will take from both a decp autnmnal tone, 60 

vSweet though in sadnesr*. Ве thou, Spirit fierce, 

Му spirit! Ве thou me, impetuous one ! 

Drive my dead thonghts over the iiniverse, 

Гдке withcr’d leavcs, to quickcii a ncw birth ; 

And, by the incantation of this verse, 65 

Scatter, as from an nnextiiiguish 41 heartli 

Ashes aiid sparks, my words among niankind! 

Вс through niy lips to nnawaken’d earth 
The trumpct of a prophecv! O Wind, 

If Winter comes, can Spring bc far behind? 70 
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MUSIC WHRN SOFT VOICES DIE 

IMusic, \vhen soft voices đic, 

Vibrates in tlie meinbrj^— 

Odour^, whcn sweet violets sicken, 

Live within the^ sense they quickert. 

Rose leaves, whcn thc rose is đead, 5 

Are heap’d for the beloved’s bed; 

And so thy thoughts, when Thou art Rone, 

Love itself shall shiinber on. 
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(^DE ТО A NIGHTINGALE. 

Му lieart achcs, anđ a drovvsv immbncss pains 
Му scnsc, ds thou.c.h of hemlock I hađ clriink, 

Or cmptied somc dull opiatc to thc drains 
(^nc minutc past, and Lethc-vvards had sunk : 

‘Tis not throngh cnvy of thy happy lot, 5 

But being too happy in thine happincss,— 

That thou, light-vvingćd Dryad of the trees, 

In somc mclodioui> plot 
Of beechen grcen, and shadows numberless, 

Singcst of vsummer in full-throated ease. 10 

O, for a draught of vintagc, that hath becn 
СооГс! a long age in the deep-delvcd earth, 

Tasting of Flora and thc countr>-green, 

Dance, and Provcncal song, and sunburnt mirth ! 

O for a beaker full of the warm South, 15 

Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 

With beadcd bubbles winking at the brim, 

And purple-stained mouth ; 

That I might drink,‘and leave the world unseen, 

And with thee fade away into the forest dim : 20 

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 

What thou among the leaves hast never known, 

The^ wcarincss, the fever, and the fret 

Here, where«men sit and and hear each other groan; 

13S 
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Wliere palsy shakes*a few, sad, last grey hairs, 25 

Wherc youth gTows palc, and spectre-thin, and dies j 
Where but to think is to bc full of sorrow 
And leaden-cyed dcspairs; 

Where Beauty cannot kecp her lustrous cyes, 

Or new Love pine at thcm beyond to-inorrow. 30^ 

Away ! away! for I will fly to thce, 

Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards, 

But 011 the viewless wings of Poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplcxes and rctards : 

Already with thce ! tender is the night, 35 

And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 

ClusterVl around by all her starry Fays; 

Put hcrc there is 110 light, 

Save wdiat from hcaven is \^ith the breezes blown 
Through verdurous gloonis and wunding mossy 

ways. 40- 

I cannot see wdiat flow’ers are at my feet, 

Nor what soft inceiise hangs upon thc boughs, 

But, in embalmed darkiiess, gucss each sweet 
Where^ith the scasonable month cndows 
Thc grass, thc thickct, and the fruit-tree wild; 45 

Whitc hawthoni, and the pastoral eglantine; 
Fast-fading violcts cover'd up in leavcs; 

And mid-May’s eldcst child, 

The coniing musk-rose, full of d(?wy wine, 

The niurmurous haunt of flies ofi summer eves. 50 

Darkling I listen; and for many a tinie 
I have been half in love with easeful Dcath, 

Cal rd him soft namcs in many a mused rhyme, 

То take into thc air my quiet breath; . 
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Now more than ever seems it rich to die, 55 

То cease upon the miđnight with no pain, 

While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
In such an ecstasv! 

Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain— 

То thy high requiem beconie a sod. 60 

Thou wast not born for death, imniortal Bird 1 
N0 liungry generations tread thee down; 

The voice I Irear this passing night was heard 
In ancient days by empcror and clown : 

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 65 

Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 

She stood in tears amid the alien corn; 

Тће same that oft-times hath 
Charm’d magic casement?-, opening on the foam 

Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 70 

Torlorn ! the verv word is like a bell 

То toll me back from thee to my sole self ! 

Adieu ! tlie faiicy cannot cheat so well 
As she is famed to do, deceiving elf. 

Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive antheni fades 75 

Past the near meadows, over the still streani, 

Up the hill-side; and now ’tis buried deep 
In the next valley-glades: 

Was it a vision, or a waking dream? 

Fled is that niusic :—do I wake or sleep? 80 
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ТО ONE WHO HAS BEEN LONG IN CITY PENT 

То onc who has becii long in city pent, 

’Tis verv sweet to look into the fair 
Anđ open face of heaven,—to breathe a ргауег 
Full in the smilc of the bhic firmament. 

Who is more happy, whcn, with liearEs contcnt, 5 
Fatigucd he sinks into some pleasant* lair 
(^f wavy grass, and reads a dcbonair 
And gcntle talc of love and languishment? 

Returning home at cvciiing, with an ear 

Catching the notcs of Philomcl,—an еуе lo 

Watching the sailing cloiRllet’s bright carecr, 

Не mourns that day so soon has glided by : 

E*eii like the passage of aii angeVs tear 
That falls through thc clear ether vSilently. 


WHEN I HAVE FEARvS THAT I MAY CEASE ТО BE 

When I havc fears that I may ccasc to be 
Before my pen has glcan’đ my tecming brain, 
Beforc high-piled books, in chaAct’ry 

Hold like rich garners the ftill-ripcn’d grain; 

When I behold, upon the nighPs starređ face, 5 
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romancc, 

And think that I may never live to trace 

Their shađows, with the magic hanđ of chance: 
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Aiid when I feel, fair Creature'of an hour l 
Tliat I shall iiever look upon thee more, lo 

Never have relish in the faery powcr 
Of unreflecting love—theii on the shore 

Of the wide world I stand alone, and tlijnk 
Till Love aiid Fame to nothingness do siiik. 


LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCI. 

^O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 

Alone and palely loitcring? 

The sedge has witherM froni the lake, 

And 110 birds sing. 

ЧЈ what can ail thee, knight-at-arms 1 5 

So haggard and so woc-begone? 

Thc squirrel’s granary is full, 

And the harvest’s done. 

Т see a lily oii thy brow 

With anguish moist and fever-dew, lo 

And on thy cheeks a fading rose 
Fast withereth too.’ 

Т met a lady in the meads, 

Full beautiful—a facry’s child, 

Her hair was long, her foot was light, 15 

And her eyes were wild. 

Т made a garlanđ for her head, 

And bracelets too, and fragrant zone; 

She look’d at me as she đid love, 

And made sweet moan. 20 
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set her oii my pacing stecd, 

And notliing else saw all day long, 

For sidelong would shc bcnd, and sing 
A faery’s song. 

^She found me roots of relish sweet, 25 

And honey wild anđ manna-đew, 

And sure in language strange she said, 

‘‘I love thee true^\ 

'She took me to her elfin grot, 

And there she wept and sigh 41 full sore; 30 

And thcrc I vShut hcr wild \vild evcs 
With kisses four. 

^Aiid there she lulled nie asleep, 

And tliere I dream’d—ah ! \voe bctide 1 

Thc latest dream I cver dream’d 35 

Ou the cold hill’s side. 

Т saw piile kings and princes too, 

Pale \varriors, death-pale were they all: 

Thev cried—‘‘La Pcllc Dame sans Merci 

Hath thee in thrall 1 ” 40 

Т saw their starved lips in the gloam 
With horrid warning gapćd wide, 

And I awoke and found ше liere 
On the cold hilPs side. 

'And this is why I sojourn here 45 

Alone anđ palely loitering, 

Though the seđgc is wither'd from the lake, 

And no birds sing.* 
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ТНК BRIDGE OF SIGHS. 

One more Unfortuiiate, 
Weary of breath, 

Rashly importunate, 

Gone to her đcath ! 


Таке her un tendcrly, 

Lift hcr with care; 
Fashion’d so slenderly, 
Young, and so fair! 

Uook at hcr garnients 
Clinging likc cerements; 
Whilst thc wave constantly 
Drips from her clothing; 
Таке her up iiistantly, 
Loving, not loathing. 


Touch her not scornfully; 
Think of her mournfullv, 
Gcntly and humanly; 
Not of the stains of her— 
All that remains of her 
Now is pure womanly. 
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jNIakc iio decp scrutiny 
Iiito lier mutiny 

Rasli anđ undutiful: 

Past all dislionour, 

Death has left oii her 25 

Only the bcautiful. 

Still, for all slips of hcrs, 

One of Eve’s family— 

Wipe those poor lips of liers 

Oo/ino- so claniniily. 30 

Eoo[) u]) hcr trcsses 

Escaped from the comb, 

Her fair aubuin tresscs; 

Whilst vvondcrmcnt gucsses 

Whcre was her homc? 35 

Who was her father? 

Who was her mother? 

Had shc a sister? 

Had she a brothcr? 

Or was thcre a dearer one 40 

Still, and a ncarer one 
Yet, than all other? 

Alas! for the raritv 
Of Christian charity 
Undcr the sun ! 45 

Oh 1 it was pitiful! 

Near a whole cityfull, 

Homc she had none. 
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Sisterly, brotherly, 

Fatherly, motherly 
h'eelings had changed: 

Love, by harsh evidence, 
Thrown from its eminence; 
Even God*s providence 
Seeming estranged. 

Where the lamps qiiiver 
So far iii the river, 

With many a light 
From window and casement, 
From garret to basement, 

She stood, with amazement, 
Houseless by night. 

The bleak wind of March 
Made hcr trcmble and shiver 
But not the dark arch, 

Or the black flowing river: 
Mad from life^s history, 

Glad to death's mystery, 

Swift to be hurrd— 
Anywhere, an\^where 
Out of the world! 

In she plunged boldly, 

No matter how сокПу 
Th^ rough river ran,— 

Over the brink of it, 

Picture it—think of it, 
Dissolute Man! 

Eave in it, drink of it, 

Then, if you can I 
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Таке lier up tenc1erly, 

Lift her with care; 
FashionM so slenderly, 
Young, and so fair ! 

Ere her limbs frigidly 
Stiffen tgo rigidly, 

Decently, kindly, 

Smooth and conipose them, 
And her eyes, close them, 
Staring so blindly! 

Dreadfully staring 

Thro’ muddy impurity, 

As when with the daring 
Last look of de^airing 
Fix’d on futurity. 

Perishing gloomily, 

Spurr’d by contumely, 

Cold inhumanity, 

Burning insanity, 

Into her rest. 

—Cross her hanđs humbly 
As if praying dumbly, 

Over her breast! 

Owning her weakness, 

Her evil behaviour, 

And leaving, with meekness, 
Her sins to her Saviour. 
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A IMUvSICAB INSTRUMENT. 

What \vas ћс doing, the grcat god Pan, 
Dovvn iii thc reeds by the river? 

Spreading ruin and scattering ban, 

Splashing and paddling with hoofs of a goat, 
And breaking the goldcn lilics afloat 
Witli the dragoii-fly on the river. 

Не tore out a reed, thc great god Pan, 

Froni the deep,cooI bcd of the river : 

Thc limpid vvater turbidly ran, 

And the broken lilies a-dying lay, 

And the dragon-fly liad fled away, 

Ere hc brought it ont of the river. 

High on thc shore sat the great god Pan, 
While turbidly flow 41 the river; 

And hack'd and hew 41 as a great god can 
With his hard bleak steel at the patient reed, 
Till there was not a sign of the leaf indeeđ 
То provc it frcsh from the river. 

Не cut it short, điđ the great gođ Pan, 

(How tall it stoođ in the river!) 

Then drew the pith, like the heart of a man, 
Steadily from the outside riiig, 

And notch’d the poor dry empty thing 
In holes, as he sat by the river. 
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"This is tlie way/ laugh’d the great god Pan, ^5 
(Laugh’d while he sat by the rivcr,) 

‘The only way, since gods begaii 

То make sweet music, they could succced.’ 

Then dropping his mouth to a hole in thc reed, 

Не blew iii pow^cr by the rivcr. 30 

Sw’eet, sweet, swect, O Pan ! 

Piercing swcet by the river 1 
Blinding sw^ect, O great god Pan 1 
The suii 011 thc hill forgot to die, 

And the lilies revived, and the dragon-fly 35 
Сашс back to dreani 011 the river. 

Yet half a beast is the great god Pan, 

То laugh as he sits f>y the river, 

Making a poet out of a man : 

The truc gods sigh for thc cost and pain,— 40 
For the reed which grows never more again 
As a reed with the reeds in the river. 
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MORTE D’ARTHUR. 

So all day long the noise of battle roird 
Among tlie niountains by the winter sea; 

Uiitil King Arthur’s Table, man by man, 

Had fallen in Lvonnesse about thcir Lord, 

King Arthur: then, because his wound was dccp, 5 
The bold Sir Beđivere uplifted him, 

Sir Bedivere, the last of all his knights, 

And bore him to a ckapel nigh the field, 

A broken chancel with a broken cross, 

That stood on a dark strait of barreii land, 10 

On one sidc lay the Occan, and 011 one 
Lay a great water, and the moon was full. 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere : 

‘The scquel of to-day unsoldcrs all 
Thc goodliest fellowship of famous knights IS 

Whereof this world holds record. Such a sleep 
Thev vSleep —the men I loved. I think that wc 
vShall never morc, at апу future time, 

Delight our souls with talk of knightly đeeds, 
Walking about'the garđens and the halls га 

Of Camelot, as hi the days that were. 

I perish by this people which I made,— 

Tho* ^lerlin sware that I should come again 
То rule once more—but let what will be, be, 

I am so deeplv smitten thro* the helm 25 

That without help I cannot last till morn. 

150 
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Thou ^herefore take my brand Excalibur, 

Which was my pride: for thou rememberest how 
In those old days, one summer noon, an arm 
Rose up from out the bOvSom of the lake, 30 

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful, 

Holding Ле sword—and how I row’d across 
And took it, and haivc worn it, like a king: 

And, wheresoever I am sung or told 

In aftcrtime, this also shall be known: 35 

But now delay not: take Excalibur, 

And fling him far into thc middle mere : 

Watch what thou seest, and lightly bring me word.' 

То hira rcplied the bold Sir Bediverc: 

Tt is not meet, Sir King, to leave thee thus, 40 

Aidlcss, alone, and smitten thro^ the helm. 

A little thing шау harm a wounded man. 

Yet I thy hest will all perform at full, 

Watch what I sce, and lightly bring thee word. 

So saying, from tlie ruinM shrine he stept 45 

And in the шооп athwart the place of tombs, 

Where lay the niightv bones of ancient men, 

Old kuights, and ovcr them the sea-wind sang 
vShrill, chill, with flakes of foam. Нс, stepping down 
Ву zig-zag paths, aiul juts of pointed rock, 50 

Came on the shining levels of the lake. 

There drew he forth the brand Excalibur, 

Aeid o’cr him, drawing it, the winter moon, 
Brighteiiing the skirts of a long cloud, ran forth 
And sparklcd keen with frost against фе hilt: 55 

For all the haft twinkled with diamond sparks, 
Myriads of topaz-lights, and jacinth-work 
Of subtlest jewellery. Не gazed so long 
That both his eyes were dazzled as he stood, 

This way and that dividing the swift mhid. 


60 
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In act to throw: but at the last it seeniM 
Better to leave Excalibur coiicearđ 
There iii the man^^-knotted \vaterflags, 

That whistleđ stiff and drv about thc niarge. 

So strode he back slow to the wounded King. 65 
Then snake Kiiig Arthur to Sir Bediv^ere; 

‘Hast thou perforni 41 mv niicsion which I gavc? 
WIiat is it thou hast seeii? or what hast heard?’ 

And answer niade the bold Sir Bcdivcrc ; 

Т heaid the ripple washiiig in the reeds, 70 

And Ihe wild water lapping on the crag.’ 

То whom rcplicd King Artliur, faint aiid pale ; 
'Thou hast belray 41 thy nature and thy nanic, 

Not rendcring truc answer, as bcsecmTl 

Thy fealty, nor like a noble knight; 75 

For surer sign had fo]low 41 , cither hand, 

C)r voice, or elsc a niotion of thc niere. 

This is a shamcful thing for nien to lie. 

Yct 110w, I charge thec, qmckly go again 

As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing бо 

I bade thee, watch, and lightlv bring me word.’ 

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time 
Across the ridge, and paced beside the mere, 
Counting tlic dev/y pebbles, fix 41 in thought ; 

But when he saw thc wonder of the hilt, 85 

How curiously anđ strangely chased, he smote 
His palms together, and hc cried aloud, 

'And if indeed I cast the brand away, 

Surely a nrecious thing, one worthy note, 

Should thus be lost for ever from the carth, 90 

Which might have pleased the eves of many men. 
What good should follovv this, if this were done? 
What harm, undone? đeep harm to đisobey, 

Seeing obedicnce is the bond of rule. 
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Were it \vell to obey then, if a king clemaiid 95 

An act unprofitable, against hiinself? 

The King is sick, anđ kiiows not what hc does, 
What record, or vvhat relic of шу lorđ 
^hould be to aftertinie, but cmpty brcath 
And nmionrs of a doubt? but werc this kept, 100 
vStored in some truasure-liouse of mighfv kings, 

Some one niight shovv it at a joust of arins, 

Saying, “King Arthur’s vSvvord, Excalibur, 

Wrought by the loiicly niaideii of the t/akc. 

Nine vears shc vvrought it, sitting in the deeps 105 
Upon the hidclen bases of the hills.^^ 

So might some old niaii speak in the aftertime 
То all the people, vvinning reverence. 

But novv niucli honour and much fanie were lost.^ 

So spake hc, clouded vvtth his own conceit, iio 
Ancl hid Excalibur the second time, 

And so strode back slow to the wounded Kiiig. 

Theii spoke King Arthur, brcathing heavily: 
^What is it thou hast seen? or vvhat hast heard?* 
Aiid answer niaclc the bold Sir Bedivere : 115 

Т hoard the watcr lapping on tlie crag, 

And the long ripple washing in the reeds.* 

То vvhoni replied King Arthur, much in wrath: 
Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue, 

Unknightly, traitor-hearted ! Woe is me ! Т20 

Authority forgets a dying king, 

Laicl wiđowM of the power in Ifis еуе 

That bow’d the will. I see thee what thou art, 

For thou, the latest-left of all my knights, 

Tn whom should moet the offices ot all, 125 

Thou vvouldst betray me for the precious hilt; 

Either from lust of gold, or like a girl 
Valuing the gidđy pleasure of the еуев. 
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Yet, for a man may fail in duty twice, 

Anđ the third time may prosper, get thee hence : 13a 
But, if thou sparc to fling Kxcalibur, 

I wil] arise and slay thce with my hands.’ 

Then quickly rose Sir Beclivere, and ran, 

And, leaping down the ridges lightly, pkinged 
Among he Dulrush-beđs, and chatch’d the sword, 135 
And strongly whccl 41 and threw it. The great brand 
Madc lightnings iii the splendour of the moon, 

And flasliing round and round, aiid whirl’d in an arch, 
Shot like a strcamer of the northern morn, . 

Scen \\liere the moving isles of wiiiter shock 140 
Ву night, with noises of the northern sca. 

So flash’d and fell the brand Excalibur : 

But cre he dipt the surface, rose au arm 
Clothed in \vhite samite, mystic, wonderful, 

And caught him by the hilt, and brandish’d him 145 
Threc tinies, and dre\v him iinder in the mcre. 

And lightly went the other to the King. 

Then spoke King Arthur, drawing thicker breath: 
‘Now^ sec I by thine eves that this is done. 

Speak out: \vhat is it thou hast hcard, or seen?’ 150 
And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere : 

‘Sir King, I closed minc eyelids, lest the gems 
Should blind my purpose, for I nevcr saw, 

Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, till I die, 

Not tho* I live three lives of mortal mcn, *155 

So grcat a niiracle as yonder hilt. 

Then with both hands I flung him, wheeling him; 
But \vhen I 1 оокЧ 1 again, behold an arm, 

Clothed in \\’hite samite, mystic, w^onderful, 

That caught him by the hilt, and brandish’đ him 160 
Three times, and drew him under in the mere.* 

And answer made King Arthur, breathing harđ: 
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‘Му end draws itigh; ‘tis time that I were gone. 

Маке broad thy shoulders to receive my weight, 

And bear me to the margin; yet I fear 165 

Му wonnd hath taken cold, aiid I shall die*. 

So saying, from the pavement he half rose, 

Slowly, 'i’ith pain, reclining on his arm, 

And looking wistf^illy with wide blu(?eyes 

As in a picture. Him Sir Bedivere 170 

Remorsefullv regarded thro’ his tears, 

And would havc spokcn, but he found^not words, 
Then took with care, and knceling on one knce, 

O’er botli his shoulders drew the languid hanđs, 

And rising l)ore him thro’ the place of tombs. 17S 

But, as he walk’d, King Arthur panted hard, 
Like one that feels a nightmare on his bed 
When all tlie house is mute. So .sigh’d the King, 
Muttering and nuirmiiring at his ear, ‘Quick, quick! 

I fear it is too latc, and I shall dic.’ 180 

But tlie othcr swiftly strode from ridgc to ridge, 
Clothed with his breath, and looking, as hc walk’d, 
Larger than human on the frozen hills. 

Не heard thc deep behind him, and a сгу 
Before. His own thought drove him likc a goad. 185. 
Dry clash’d his harncss in the icy cavcs 
And barren chasms, and all to left and right 
The bare black cliff clang’d round him, as he based 
His feet 011 juts of slippery crag that rang 
Sharp-smitten with the dint of ailned heels— 19a 

And on a sudden, lo! the levt!l lake, 

And the long glpries of the winter moon. 

Then saw they how there hove a dusky barge, 

Dark as a funcral scarf from stem to stern, 

Beneath them; and descending they were ware 595 
That all tlie decks were đense with st^itely forms 



5б 


ENGLISH POETRl’ 


Black-stolcd, black-lioodcd, like a dream—by these 
Three Queens vvitli crovvns o£ gold—and from them 
rose 

A сгу that shiverTl to thc tingling stars, 

And, as it vv^re one voicc, aii agonv 200 

Of lamentation, like a vvind, that shrills ,1 

All night in' a vv^aste land, vvher^ 110 one comcs, 

Or hath соше, since the making of the vvorld. 

Then muriiiur’d Arthur, ‘Place me in the barge’, 

And to the 'oarge tliey саше. Therc those three 

Queeiis 205 

Put forth thcir hands, and took the Kiiig, aiid vvept. 
But she, that rose the tallcst of thcm all 
And fairest, laid his hcad upon her lap, 

And loosed the shatter’d casque, and chafed his haiids, 
And calPd hini by his iiame, complaining loud, 210 
Aiid dropping bitter tears agaiiist his brovv 
Striped vvith dark blood: for all his face was vvhite 
And colourless, and likc the vvither’d moon 
Smote by the fresh beam of the springing east; 

And all his greaves and cuisses dash’d vvith drops 215 
()f onset; and the light and lustrous curls— 

That made his forehead like a rising suii 

High from the dais-thronc—were parch’d vvith dust; 

Or, clotted into points and hanging loose, 

Mix’d vvith the knightly growth that fringed 

his lips. 220 

So like a shatter*^ column lay the King; 

Not like that Arthhr who, with lance in rest, 

From spur tb plume a star of tournament, 

Shot thro’ the lists at Camelot, and charged 
Bcfore the eyes of ladies and of kings. 225 

• Then loudly cried the bold Sir Bedivere, 

*Ah! my Lord Arthur, vvhither shall I go? 
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Where shall I hide niy forehead aiid шу eyes? 

For 110w I see the true old times are đead, 

When every morning brought a noble chance, 23a 

And every chance brought out a noble knight. 

Such times have been not since the light that led 
The holy I^lders with thc gift of mvrrh. 

But now the wholc— round тлппк is diesolved 
Which was an image of the mighty world; 235 

And I, the last, go fortli companionless, 

And the days darkcn round me, and thc 5^ears, 

Among new men, strange faces, othcr miiids.^ 

And slowly answcrcd Artlnir front tlie barge: 

*The old order changetli, yielding place to new, 240 
And God fulfils Himself in many ways, 

Lest 011 c good custom should corrupt the world. 

Conifort thyself: what comfcjrt is in me? 

I have lived my lifc, and that which I have done 
Мау Нс withiii Himself make piirc ! but thou, 245 
If thou shouldst ncver see my face agaiii, 

Ргау for my soul. Morc thiiigs are wrought*by ргауег 
Thaii this world drcams of. Whereforc, let thy voice 
Rise likc a fountain for me night and day. 

For wlfat are men l>etter ihan shecp or goats 250 

That nourish a blind life within the brain, 

If, kno\\ing God, they lift not hands of ргауег 
Both for themselves aiiđ those who call them frienđ? 

For so the whole round carth is every way 

Bound by gold chains about the fee 4 of God. 255. 

But now farewell. I am going a Iting way 

With these thou seest—if indeed I go~ 

(For all my mind is clouded with a doubt) 

То the island-valley of Avilion; 

Where falls not hail, or rain, or апу snow, #260 

Nor ever wmd blows loudly; but it lies 
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Deep-meadow*d, happy, fair with • orchard-lawns 
And bowery hollows crown*d with summer sea, 

Where I will heal me of my grievous wound/ 

So said he, and the barge with oar and sail 265 
Moved from the brink, like some full-breasted swan 
That, fluting a wild carol ere her death, , 

Ruffles her jVure cold plume, and takes the flood 
With swarthy webs. Long stood Sir Bedivere 
Revolving many memories, till the hull 270 

Look’d one^'black dot against the verge of dawn, 

And 011 the mere the uailing died away. 


ULVSSES. 

It little profits that an idle king, 

Ву this still hearth, among these barren crags, 
Match'd with an aged wife, I metc and dole 
Unequal laws unto a savage race, 

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me. 5 
Г cannot rest from travel: I will drink 
Life to the lees: all times I have епјоуМ 
Greatly, have suffer’d greatlv, both with those 
That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when 
Thro* scudding drifts the rainy Hyades 10 

Vext the dim sea: I am become a name; 

For always roaming with a hungry heart 
Much have I secn and known; cities of men 
And manners, clhnates, councils, governments, 

Myself not least, but honour’d of them all; 15 

And drunk delight of battle with my peers, 

Far on the ringing plains of windy Тгоу. 

1 am a part of all that I have met; 

Vet all experience is an arch wherethro’ 
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Gleams that untraveird world, whose margin fades 20 
For ever and for ever when I move. 

How dull it is to pause, to make an end, 

То rust unburnish’d, not to shine in use! 

As tho’ to breathe were life. Life piled 011 life 
Were all too little, and of one to me 25 

Iyittle remains: but every hour is saveid 
From that eternal silence, something more, 

A bringer of new things; and vile it were 
For some three suns to store and hoard fmyself, 

And this gray spirit yeariiing in desire 30 

То follow knowledge, like a sinking star, 

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought. 

This is my son, mine own Telemachiis, 

То whom I leave the sceptre and the isle— 

Well-loved of me, discerni^g to fulfil 35 

This labour, by slow prudeiice to make mild 
A rugged people, and thro’ soft degrees 
Subdue them to the useful and the good. 

Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere. 

Of common duties, deccnt not to fail 40 

In offices of tenderness, and рау 
Meet^adoration to my household gods, 

When I am gone. Не works his work, I mine. 

There lies the port: the vessel puffs her sail: 

There gloom the dark broad seas. Му mariners, 45 
Souls that have toird, and wrought. and thought 
with me — 

That ever with a frolic welcomoitook 
The thunder and the sunshine, and opfiosed 
Free hearts, free forcheads—you and I are old; 

Old age hath yet his honour and his toil; 

Death closes all; but something ere the end, 

Some work of noble note, may yet be done. 


50 
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Not unbecoming meii that strove with Gocls. 

The lights begin to twinkle froni the rocks : 

Thc long clay wanes : the slow тсхзп clinibs : 

thc deep 55 

IMoans round witli many voices. Conie, niy frienđs, 
'Tis not too late to seek a newer world. 

Push off, ^iind sitting well in order smitc 
The sonnding furrows; for my purpose holds 
То sail beyond thc sunset, and the baths 60 

()f all iL'c Avesteni stars, mitil I dic. 

It шау be that the gulfs will wash us dovvn : 

It niay bc we shall touch the Карру Islcs, 

And see the great Achillcs, whoni we knew. 

Tho’ iniich is taken, niuch abiđes; aiid tho’ 65 

We are not now that strcngth vvhich in old days 
Movcd earth and heaven; that which wc are, we arc; 
Oiie cqual tcnipcr of hcroic hcarts, 

Madc weak by tiiiic aiid fate, but strong iii will 
То strivc, to seck, to find, and not to yield. 70 
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INCIDKNT CF THE FRENCH CAMP. 

I. 

You kiiovv, \ve French stonncđ Ratisboii: 

A mile or so a\vay 
Oii a little moiinđ, Napolcon 
Stood 011 our storming-dav; 

\Vith neck out-thrust, you fancy ho\v, 
Lcgs \vide, arins locked behind, 

As if to balance thc prone bro\v 
Opin'cssivc \vith its mind. 

II. 

Just as pcrhaps he mused, “Му plans 
Tliat soar, to carth may fall, 

Lct once my army-leadcr Lanncs 

Waver at yondcr \vall, - 

Out 4 vixt the battery-smokes there flevv 
A ridcr, bound on lxnind 
Fnll-galloping; nor briđle drevv 
Until hc reachcd the mounđ. 

HI. 

Theii off thcrc flung iii smiling jo^, 

And hekl himsclf crect 
Ву just his horse’s mane, a boy,: 

You hardly could suspcct— 
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(So tight he kept his lips compressed, 

Scarce апу blood came thro^) 

You looked twice ere yoii saw his breast 
Was all but shot in two. 

IV. 

"‘Well*^, cried he, “Emperor, by God*s grace 25 
We've got you Ratisbon ! 

The Marshars in the market-place, 

An<!t you’ll be there anon 
То see your flag-bird flap his vans 

Where I, to heart's desire, 30 

Perched him!’’ The Chief’s еуе flashed; his 
plans 

Soared up again like fire. 

V. 

The ChiePs еуе flashed; but presently 
Softened itself, as sheathes 
A filni the mother eagle^s суе 35 

When her bruised eaglet breathes: 

“YouTe wounded!” “Nay,’’ his soldier’s pride 

Touched to the quick, he said: 

^T’m killed, Sire!'' And, his Chief beside, 

Smiling, the boy fell dead. 40 

MEETING AT NIGHT. 

I. 

The grey sea and the long black lanđ ; 

And the yellow half-nioon large and low; 

And the startled little waves that leap 
In fiery ringlets from their sleep, 
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As I gain the cbve with pushing prow, 5 

Anđ quench its speed i’ the slushy sand. 

II. 

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach; 

Three fields to cross till a farm app«ars; 

A tap at the pane,*the quick sharp scratch 
And blue spurt of a lighted match, 10 

And a voice less loud, through joys fend fears, 
Theii the two hearts beating each to each! 


PARTING AT MORNING. 

Round the cape of a sudden came the sea, 

And the sun looked over tl?e mountain’s riin: 

And straight was a path of gold for him, 15 

And the need of a world of men for me. 


MUIvb:YKKH.'^ 

If a stran^er passed the tent of H6seyn, he cried 
‘A churPs!^ 

Or haply ^God help the man who has neither salt 
nor bread V 

—*Nay’, woulđ a friend exclaim, ‘he needs nor pity 
nor* scorn 

More than who spenđs small thought Ч)п the shore-sanđ, 
picking pearls, 

—Holds but in light esteem the seed-sort, bears insteađ 5 

On his breast a moon-like prize, some orb which of night 
makes morn. 


•Ву kind permission of Messrs. John Миггау, London. 
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^What if 110 flocks ancl herds eiirich'the son of Sinan? 

They went when his tribe was mulct, ten thousand camels 
the due, 

Blood-value paid perforce for a murder done of old. 

‘'Cod ^avQ them, lct them go! But nevcr sincc timc 
begaii, 10 

i\Iuleykeh, pecrless mare, owned master the match of you, 

And you are my prize, my Pearl: I laugh at nien's land 
aiid gold !” 

‘So in the pride of his soul laughs H6seyn—and right, 
I say. 

Do the ten steeds ruii a race of glory? Outstripping all, 

Tiver Mulekeh stands first stced at the victor^s staff. 15 

Who startcd, thc owner*s hope, gets shamcd and named, 
that day. 

“Silcnce,’* or, last but огс, is “Thc Cuffed”, as we use 
to call 

Wh()m thc paddock’s lord thrUvSts forth. Right, H()seyn, I 
say, to laugh !’ 


‘Boasts he IMulcvkch the Pearl?’ thc strangcr rcplies: 
‘Ве sure 

On him I waste 1101* scorn nor pit.v, but lavish both 20 
On Diihl the son of Sheyban, who withers away in heart 
For ciivy of Hesćyn’s luck. Such sickness admits no cure. 
Л certain poct has sung, and sealed the same with an oath, 
‘‘P'or the vulgar—flocks and hcrds! The Pearl is a prizc 
apart”.’ 


IyO, Duhl the son of Sheyb 4 n comes riding to H6seyii’s 
tent 25 

And hc casts his saddle down, and enters and ‘Peace 1 ’ 
bids he. 
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You are poor, I kiiow the cause: my pleiity shall meiid 
the wrong. 

'‘Tis said of >’our Pearl—the price of a huiidred camels 
spent 

In her purchase were scarce ill paid; such prudence is far 
froni nie 

\Vho proffer a thousaiick Speak! Long parley may last 
too long*. 30 

Said H 6 seyn Ч^ои fced young beasts a niany, of famous 
breed, 

Slit-eared, unblemished, fat, truc offspring of Muzeiinem: 

There stumblcs 110 weak-eyeđ she in the line as it climbs 
the hill. 

But I love Muleykeh*s facc: her forefront whitens indeed 

Like a yellovvish wavc’s creani-crest. Your camels—go 
gaze 011 theni I 35 

Her fetlock is foani-splashed too. Myself ani the richer 
still.’ 

A уеаг gocs by: lo, back to the tent again rides Duhl. 

‘You are ofieii-hearted, ау, moist-handed, a very princc. 

\Vhy should I speak of sale? Ве the niare your simplc 
gift! 

Му son is pincd to death for her bcauty : my wife prompts 
‘Fool, 40 

Bcg for his sake the Pearl! Ве God the revvarder, since 

God pays debts seven for onc: who squanders on Hini 
shows thrift”.’ ^ 

Saicl H6seyn ‘Gocl gives each nian one life, like a lamp, 
then gives 

That lamp due measure of oil: lamp lighted—hold high, 
wave wiđe 
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Its comfort for others to share! onće quench it, what help 
is left? 45 

The oil of your lamp is your son: I shine while Mulćykeh 
lives. 

Would I beg your son to cheer my dark if Mulćykeh died? 
It is life against life : what good avails to the life-bereft?' 


Another уеаг, and—^liist! What craft is it Duhl đesigns? 

Не alights i?ot at the door of thc tcnt as he did last time 50 

But, creeping behind, he gropes his stealthy way by the 
trench 

Half-round till he finds the flap in the folding, for night 
combines 

With the robbcr—and such is he: Duhl, covetous up to 
crime, 

Must wring from H6seyn's grasp the Pearl, by whatever 
the wrench. 

'Не was,hunger-bitten, I hcard: I tempted with half my 
store, 55 

And a gibe was all my thanks. Is he generous likc 
Spring dew? 

Account the fault to me who chaffeređ with such an one Г 

Не has killed, to feast chance comers, the creature he rode: 
пау, more— 

For a couple of singing-girls his robe has he torn in two: 

I will beg! Yet т nowise gained by the tale of my wife 
anđ son. бо* 

‘I swear by the Но 1 у House, my head will I never wash 

Till I filch his Pearl away. Fair dealing I tried, then 
* guile, 

And now I i^esort to force. Не said we must live or đie: 
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I^et him die, then,—let me live! Ве bold—^but not too 
rash I 

I have found me a peeping-place: breast, bury your 
breathing while 65 

I exp]ore for myself! Now, breath! Не deceived mc 
not, tho spy! 

‘As he said—therc lies in peacc H6seyn—how happy! 
Beside 

Stands tethered thc Pearl: thrice winds her headstall 
about his wrist: 

‘Tis thereforc he slecps so sound—the moon through tlie 
roof reveals. 

And, loose on his left, stands too that other, known far 
and wide, 70 

Buheyseh, her sister born: fleet is she yet ever niissed 

The winning taiPs fire-flash a-stream past the thunderous 
hcels. 

'No less she stands saddlcd and bridled, this second, in 
case some thief 

Should eiiter and seizc and fly with the first, as I mean 
to do. 

What then ? The Pearl is the Pearl: once moiint her we 
both escape ?' 75 

Throiigh thc skirt-fold in glides Duhl,—so a serpent dis- 
turbs no leaf 

In a bush as he parts the twigs entwining a nest: clean 
through, 

Не is noiselessly at his work : as he planned, he performs 
the rape. 

Не has set the tent-door wide, has buckled the girtlT, has 
clipped 
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The headstall awa5^ from the wrist hc lcaves thrice bound 
. as before, 8o 

Нс si^rings on the Pcarl, is lannched on the desert like 
bolt from bow. 

Up starts onr plnndercd man: from his breast thongh 
the hcart be ripped, 

Yet his mind has thc niastcrv : behold, in a iniiinte morc, 

Нс is oiit and off and away on Bnhevseh, whose wwth we 
know ! 

e 

And H6seyn—his blood tnrns flame, hc has learned long 
sincc to ride, 85 

And Bnhćysch does hcr part,—they gain—thev are gaining 
fast 

On the fngitivc pair, and Dnhl has Ed-Darraj to cross and 
quit, 

And to reach the ridge El-Sabaii,—110 safety till that be 
spied ! 

And Bnheyseh is, bonnd by bonnd, bnt a liorse-length 
off at last, 

For the Pearl has misseđ the tap of the heel, the tonch 
of the bit. 90 

She shortens her stride, she chafes at her rider the strange 
and qnecr : 

Bnheysch is mad w’ith hope—beat sister she shall and 
mnst 

Though Dnhl, of the hand and heel so clnmsv, she^ has 
to thank. 

She is near now", nose^by tail—they are neck by cronp— 
јоу ! fear! ^ 

What folly makes H6seyn shont 'Dog Dnhl, Damneđ son 
of the Dnst, 95 

Tonph the right ear and press wnth уопг foot my PearPs 
left flank !* 
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Aiid Dulil was wisc at tlie worđ, aiid AIuleykeh as prompt 
perceived 

Who was urging rcdoubled pacc, aiid to hear him was 
to obey, 

Aiid a leap indeed gavc she, aiid vanished for evermore. 

And H6seyn Iftoked one long last look as who, all 

bereavcd, 100 

Looks, fain to follow the dead so far as the living 
may: 

Theii hc turned Ruheyseh*s neck slow homcward, 
weeping sore. 

And, lo, in the suiirise, still sat H6seyn upon the groimd 

Weeping: and neighbours came, the tribesmen of Вбпи- 
Asžd 

In the vale of green Ih'-Rass,^ and they questioncd him 
of his grief; 105 

And hc told from hrst to last how, snrpeiit-like, Duhl had 
wound 

His way to thc nest, and how Duhl roclc like !^n apc, so 
bad! 

And how Buhevseh did wonders, yct Pearl remained with 
the thfcf. 

And they jeered him, onc and all: ‘Poor H6scyn is crazcd 
l^ast ho])e ! 

How elsc had hc wrought himself his ruin, in fortune's 
sp^ite? iio 

То have simply held the tongue were a ta.sk for a boy or 

girl, 

And herc wcre Muleykeh again, the eyed lil?e an antelope, 

The child of his heart by day, the wife of his breast by 
night!’— 

*And the beaten in speed !*, wept H6seyn : ‘You never ha^^e 
loved my Pearlk 
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THE LOST EEADER. 

I. 

Just for a handful of silver he left us, 

Just for a riband to stick in his coat— 

Found the one gift of which fortune bereft us, 

Lost all tl^ie others she lets us devote; 

They, with the gold to give, doled him out silver, 5 

vSo much was theirs who so little allowed: 

How all our coppcr had gone for his service! 

Rags—were thev purple, his heart had been proud! 

We that had loved him so, followed him, honoured 
him, 

Lived in his mild and' magnificent еуе, то 

Lcarned his great language, caught his clear accents, 
Made him our pattern to live*and to die! 

Shakespeare was of us, Milton was for us, 

Burns, Shelley, were with us,—they watch from 
their graves! 

Не alone breaks from the van and the freemen, 15 

Не alone sinks to thc rear and the slaves! 


II. 

We shall march prospering,—not thro^ his presence; 

Songs may inspirit us,—not from his lyre; 

Deeds will be^ done,—^while he boasts his quiescence, 

Still bidding crouch whom the rest bade aspire : 20 

Blot out his name, then,—record one lost soul more, 

One task niore declined, one more footpath untrod, 

CTne more triumph for devils, and sorrow for angels, 

One wrong more to man, one niore insult to God! 
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Life’s night beginslet him never come back to us! 25 

There woulđ be doubt, hesitation and pain, 

Forced praise on our part—the glimmer of twilight, 

Never glad confident morning again! 

Best fight on well, for we taught him,—strike gallantly, 
Aim at оцг heart ere we pierce through his own; 30 

Then let him receivc^the new knowledge^and wait us, 
Pardoncd in heaven, the first by the throne! 


THE BOY AND THE ANGEE. 

Morning, evening, noon, and night, 

‘Traise God,’* sang Theocrite. 

Then to his poor trade he turned, 

Ву which the daily cneal was earned. 

Hard he laboured, long and well; 5 

O’er his work the boy*s curls fell: 

But ever, at cach period, 

Не stopped and sang, “Praise God.’* 

Then back again his curls he threw, 

"And cheerful turned to work anew. 10 

Said Blaise, the listening monk, “Well done; 

I doubt not thou art heard, my son: 

“As well as if thy voice to-day 

Were praising God, the Pope’s great way. 

‘‘This Easter Day, the Торе at Rome 15 

Praises God from Peter^s domei'. 

Said Theocrite, “Would God that I 
Might praise Him, that great way, and die !*’ 
Night passed, day shone, 

And Theocrite was gone. 


20 
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With God a скз^ cndures al\vay, 

A tliousaiid years arc but a dav. 

God said in Heaveii, “Nor day nor niglit 
No\v brings tlie voice of my delighf. 

Theii Gabriel, like a rainboiv’s birfh, 25 

Spread his vviiigs aiid sank to earth; 

Entercd in flesh, the empty cell, 

Lived there, and plaved the craftsman vvell: 

Aiid monhng, evening, 110011, and night, 

Praised God iii place of Theocrite. 

And froni a boy, to youth he grevv : 

Thc maii put ofT the stripling's hue : 

The nian niatured and fell av\’ay 
Iiito the seasoii of decay: 

And ever o’er thc trade he beiit, 35 

And ever lived 011 earth conteiit. 

(Не did God’s will; to hini, all one 
If 011 thc earth or in the sun). 

God said, '‘A praise is in niinc ear; 

There is 110 doubt in it, no fear: 40 

^‘So sing old worlds, and so 

New worlds that from my footstool go. 

‘‘Clearer loves sound other wa3"s : 

I miss my little hunian praise”. 

Then forth sprang Gabriel’s wings, off fell 45 
The fle«=^h disguise, remained the cell. 

’Tvvas Easter Day: he flcvv to Ronie, 

And paused above Saint Pcter’s dome. 

In the tiring-room close by 
The great outer galler^^, 


50 



ROBERT BROWNING 


173 * 


Witli his holy vcstments dight, 

Stoođ the new Pope, Theocrite : 

And all his past career 
Саше back npon him clear, 

Sincc when, a boy, hc plied his trade, 55. 

Till»on his lifc thc sickness weighcd; 

And in his ccW, when dcath drew near, 

An angcl in a dream brought chcer : 

And rising froni the sickncss dreaii 

Не grew a priest, and now stood hcrc. 60 

То tlie Kast with praise he tnrncd, 

And 011 his sight the angel burned. 

'Н bore thee from th^^ craftsnian’s cell, 

And set thec hcre; I did not well. 

‘'Vainly I left iny ап^еГз sphere, 65 

Vain was thy dream of many a \ ear. 

“Thy voicc’s praisc seemcd \veak ; it dropped— 
Creation\s chorns stopped! 

‘‘Go back and praise again 

Thc carly way—while I remain. 70 

'‘With that weak voice of our disdain, 

Такс up Creation's pausing strain. 

‘*Васк to thc cell and poor cmploy : 

Весоше thc craftsman and thc boy 1 ” 

Thcocrite grcw old at home : 75 

A new Popc dwclt in Peter^s Dome. 

One vanished as the other died : 

They sought God side by side. 
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THE LABORATORV. 

I. 

Now that I, tying thy glass mask tightly, 

Мау gaze thro’ these faint smokes curling whltely, 

As thou pliest tUy trade in this devirs-smithy— 

Which is the poison to poison her, prithee? 

II. 

Не is with hcr, and they know that I know 5 

Where thev are, what they đo: they believe mv tears f]ow 
While they laugh, laugh at me, at me fled to the drear 
Empty church, to ргау God in, for them!—I аш here. 

III. 

Grind away, moisten and mash up thy pastc, 

Pound at thy powder,—I ani not in haste 1 lo 

Better sit thus and observe thy strange things, 

Than go where men wait me, and dance at the King^s. 

IV. 

That in the mortar—you call it a gum? 

Ah, the brave tree whence such gold oozings come 1 
And yonder soft phial, the exquisite blue, 15 

Sure to taste sweetly,—is that poison too? 

V. 

Had I but all of them, thee and thy treasures, 

What a wild crowd of invisible pleasures I 
То саггу pure death in an earring, a casket, 

A signet, a fan-mount, a filigree basket! 
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VI. 

Soon, at the King’s, a mere lozenge to give, 

And Panline should have just thirty minutes to live! 

But to light a pastile, and Elise, with hcr head, 

And her breast, and her arms, and her hands, should drop 
dead I 


VII. 

Quick—is it finished? The colour’s too grim > 25 

Why not soft like the phial’s, enticing and dim? 

Let it brighten her drink, let her turn it and stir, 

And try it and taste, cre shc fix and prcfer 1 

VIII. 

What a drop 1 she’s not little, no minion like me 1 
That^s why she ensnared him: this never will free 30 
The soul from those masculine eyes,—say, ‘‘N0!*^ 

То that pulse^s magnificent come-and-go. 

IX. 

For only last night, as they whispered, I brought 
Му own eyes to bear 011 her so, that I thought 
Could I keep them one half minute, fixed she would 

fall 35 

Shrive^ed; she fell not; yet this does it all! 

X. 

Not that I bid you spare her the pain; 

Eet death be felt and the proof remain: 

Brand, burn up, bite into its grace— 

Не is sure to remember her dying face! 


40 
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XI. 

It is cloiie? Такс my mask off ! Nay, be not morose; 

It kills lier, aiid this prevents sceing it close: 

The delicate droplet, my whole fortune’s fee 1 
If it hurts her, beside, can it cver hurt me? 

XII. 

Now, take all my jewels, gorge gold to your lill, 45 

You may kiss me, old man, 011 my mouth if vou \\ill! 

But brush this dust off me, lest horror it brings 
Kre I know it—next moment I dancc at the King’s! 


PROSITCE. 

F’ear dcath?—to fcel the fog in my throat, 

The mist in my face, 

When thc snows begin, and the blasts denotc 
I am ncaring the place, 

Tlie powcr of the night, the press of the stonn, 5 

Thc post of the foe; 

Where he stands, thc Arch Fcar in a visible form, 

Yet the strong man must go: 

For the јоигпсу is done and the summit attained, 

And the barriers fall, la 

Though a battle’s to fight ere the guerđon be gained, 
The revvard of it all. 

I was ever a fighter, so—one fight niore, 

The best and the last! 

I would hate that death banđaged my eyes, anđ 

forbore 15 

And bade me creep past. 
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N0! let me taste the* whole of it, fare like my peers 
The heroes of old, 

Bear the brunt, in a minutc рау glađ life’s arrears 

Of pain, darkness and cold. 20 

For sudden the worst turns the best to the bravc, 

The blac^ minute’s at end, 

And the elcments’ rage, the fiend-voices tfcat rave, 

Shall d\vindle, shall blend, 

Shall changc, shall become first a peace out of pain, a5 
Then a light, then thy breast, 

O thou soul of my soul! I shall clasp thee again, 

And wath God lxj the rest! 



ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH. 


SAY NOT. ТЛЕ STRUGGI.E NOUGHT AVAILETH 

Say not, the struggle nought availeth. 

Thj labour and the wounds are vain, 

The епету faints not, nor faileth, 

And as things have been they remain. 

If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars; 5 

It may ‘be, in уоп smoke concealed, 

Your comrades chase e’en now the fliers, 

And, but for vou, possess the field. 

For while the tired waves, vainly breaking, 

Seem here no painful inch to gain, lo 

Far back, through creeks and inlets making, 
Comes silent, flooding in, the main, 

And not by eastern windows only, 

When davlight comes, comes in the light, 

Tn front, the sun climbs slow, how slowly, is 
But westward, look, the land is bright. 
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O CAPTAIN ! MY CAPTAIN 1 

O Captain ! my Captain ! our fearful trip is đone, 

The ship has weather*đ every rack, the priz« we 
sought is won, 

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all 
exulting, 

While follow eyes the steađy keel, the vessel grim 
and daring. 

But O heart I heart! heart! 5 

O the bleeding drops of red, 

Where on the deck my Captain lies, 

Fallen cold and deađ. 

O Captain ! my Captain ! rise up and hear the'bells; 

Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the 

bugle Uills, ro 

For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths—for you 
the shores a-crowding, 

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager 
faces turning; 

Here Captain ! dear father ! 

This arm beneath your headt 
It is some dream that on the cfeck 15 

YouVe fallen cold and dead. 

Му Captain đoes not answer, his lips are pale and 
still, 

♦From Ivcaves of Grass. Ву kind permission of M^ssrs. Double- 

day Page & Co., New York. 
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Му father đoes not feel ту arm, he has no pulse, no 
wil], 

The ship is anchorM safc and sound, its voyage closed 
and done, 

From fearful trip thc victor ship comes in vvith 
object W9ji. 

Exult O shores, and rin'g 0 bells! 

But I with mournful tread, 

Wa(!k the deck—my Captain lies, 

Fallen cold anđ dead. 


JOY! SHIPMATE-~JOY! 

Јоу ! shipmate— јоу ! 

(PleasM to my soul at death I сгу ;) 
Our life is closed—our life begins; 
The long, long anchorage we leave, 
The ship is clear at last—she leaps! 
She swiftly courses from the shore; 
Јоу ! shipmate— јоу ! 


20 
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SOHRAp AND RUSTUM. 


Не spoke; and Rustum answer’d not, bnt hurl’d 
His spear: down from the shoulder, down it came, 

As 011 some partridge in the corn a hawk, 

That long has tower’d in the airy clouds, 

Drops like a plummet: Sohrab saw it come, 5 

And sprang asidc, quick as a flash: the spear 
Hiss’d, and went quivering down into the sanđ, 

\Vhich it scnt flying wide:—then Sohrab threw 
In turn, anđ full struck Rustum’s shielđ: sharp rang, 
The iron plates rang sharp, but turn’đ the spear. 10 

And Rustum seized his club, which none but Ije 
Could wield: an unlopp’d trunk it was, and huge, 

Still rough; like those which men in treeless plains 
То build them boats fish from the flooded rivers, 

Hyphasis or Hvđaspes, when, high up 15 

Ву their dark springs, the wind in winter-time 
Hath made in Himalayan forests wrack, 

And strewn the channels with torn boughs ; so huge 
The dlub which Rustum lifted now, anđ struck 
One stroke; but again Sohrab sprangj aside, 20 

Uithe as the glancing snake, and the cluUcame 
Thundering to earth, and leapt from Rustum’s hand. 

And Rustum follow’d his own blow, and fell 
То his knees, and with his fingers clutch’d the sand; 

And now might Sohrab have unsheathed his sword. 
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Anđ pierceđ the mighty Rustum while he lay 
Dizzy, and on his knees, and chok’d with sand : 

But he lookM on, anđ smileđ, nor baređ his sworđ, 

But courteously đrew back, and spoke, and said:— 

‘'Thou strik*st too hard: that club of thine will float 30 
Upon the summer floods, and not my boner>. 

But rise, and'be not wroth; not yvroth am I: 

N0, when I see thee, wrath forsakes my soul. 

Thou say*st, thou art not Rustum: be it so. 

Who art thou then, that canst so touch my soul? 35 
Воу as I am, I have seen battles too; 

Have waded foremost in their bloody waves, 

And heard their hollow roar of đying men; 

Bnt never was my heart thus touch’đ bcfore. 

Are they from Heaven, these softenings of the heart? 40 
O thou old warrior, let us yielđ to Heaven! 

Come, plant we here in earth our angry spears, 

And make a truce, and sit upon this sanđ, 

And pleđge each other in ređ wine, like friends, 

And thou'shalt talk to me of Rustum^ deeds. 45 

There are enough foes in the Persian host, 

Whom I may meet, and strike, and feel 110 pang; 
Champions enough Afrasiab has, whom thou 
Mayst fight; fight them, when they confront thy spear. 
But oh, let there be peace 4 wixt thee and me !'* 50 

Не ceas*đ: but while he spake, Rustum hađ risen, 

And stood erect, trembling with rage: his club 
Не left to lie, but had regain’d his snear, 

Whose fiery point n6w in his mail’d right-hanđ 
Blazeđ bright and baleful, likc that autnmn star 55 
The baleful sign of fevers: đust had soiPđ 
His stately crest, anđ dimm’đ his glittering arms. 

His breast heaved; his lips foam’d; and twice his voice 
Was chok’d with rage: at last these words brok^e way:— 
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“Girl! nimble with thy feet, not with thy hanđs! 60 

Currd minion, dancer, coiner of sweet words! 

Fight; let me hear thy hateful voice no niore! 

Thou art not in Afrasiab’s gardens now 

With Tartar girls, with whom thou art wont to dance; 

But 011 thc sands, and in the dance 05 

Of battle, and with me,#who make no play 

Of war: I fight it out, and hand to hand. 

Speak not to me of truce, and pledge, and jWine! 
Remember all thy valour : try thy feints 
And cunning: all the pity I had is gone; 70 

Because thou hast shamed me before both the hosts 
With thy light skipping tricks, and thy girrs wiles.” 

Не spoke ; and Sohrab kindled at his taunts, 

And fiercely drew his sword; at once they rush’d 
Together, as two eagles on one*prey 75 

Come rushing down together from the clouds, 

One from the east, one from the west: their shielđs 

Dash 41 with a clang together, and a din 

Rose, such as that thc sinewy woodcutters 

Маке often in the foresCs heart at morn, So 

Of hewing axes, crashing trees: such blows 

Rustum and Sohrab on each other hail’d. 

And you would say that sun and stars took part 

In that unnatural conflict; for a cloud 

Grew suđdenly in Heaven, and dark’d the sun 85 

Over the fighters* heads; and a wind rose 

Under their feet, and moaning swept tlie plain, 

And in a sandy whirlwind wrapp*d the p%ir. 

In gloom they twain were wrapp'd, and they alone; 

For both the on-looking hosts on either hand 90 

Stood in broad daylight, aiid the sky was pure, 

And the sun sparkled on the Oxus stream. 

But in the gloom they fought, with bloodshot eyes 
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And labouring breath; first Rustum struck the shielcl 
Which Sohrab held stiff out; the steel-spiked spear 95 
Rent the tough plates, but failM to reach the skin, 

And Rustum pluck'd it back with angry groan. 

Then Sohrab with his sword smote Rustum’s helm, 

Nor clove its steel quite throngh; but all tbe crest 
Не shore away, and that proud harsehair plume, 100 
Never till now defird, sank to the dust; 

And Rustum ^bow’d his head; but then the gloom 
Grew blacker : thimder rumbled in tlie air, 

And lightnings rent the clouđ; and Ruksh, the horse, 

Who stcod at haiid, utter’d a dreadful сгу: 105 

No horsii’s сгу was that, most like the roar 
Of some pain’d descrt lion, who all day 
Has traird the hunter’s javelin in his side, 

And conies at night to dić upon the sand:— 

The two hosts heard that сгу, and quak’d for fear, iio 
And Oxus curdled as it cross’d his stream. 

But Sohrab hcard and quaird not, but rush’d on, 

And strucic again; and again Rustum bow 41 
His heađ; but this time all the blade, like glass, 

Sprang in a thousand shivers 011 the helm, 

And in the hand the hilt remain’d alone. 

Then Rustum raised his heađ; his clreadful eyes 
Glar’đ, and he shook on high his menacing spear, 

And shouted, Rustum !—Sohrab heard that shout, 

And shrank amazed: back he recoil’d one step, 120 

And scann’d with *blinking eves the advancing form: 

And then he jtood bewilđer’d ; anđ he dropp’đ 
His covering shield, and the spear pierced his side. 

Не reel’d, and staggering back, sank to the ground. 

Anđ then the gloom đispers’d, and the wind fell, 125 
And the bright sun broke forth, and melted all 
The cloud; and the two armies saw the pair; 
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Saw Rustum stancUng*, safe upon his feet, 

And Sohrab, wounded, on the bloody sand. 

Theri, with a bitter smile, Rustum began i:?o 

''Sohrab thou thoughtest in thy mind to kill 
A Persian lord this day, and strip his corpse, 

And bear thy,trophies to Afrasiab^s tent. 

Or else that thc great Rustum w’oulđ come ^own 
Himself to fight, and that thy wiles would movc 135 

His heart to take a gift, and let thee go. 

And then that all the Tartar host would pržlise 
Thy courage or thy craft, and spread thy fame, 

То glad thv father in his weak old age. 

Fool! thou art slain, and by an unknow’n man ! 140 

Dearer to the red jackals shalt thou be 
Than to thy friends, and to thy father old.'* 

And, wdth a fearless mien, Sohrab replied :— 
'^‘Unknoum thou art; yet thy fierce vaunt is vain, 

Thou clost not slay me, rroud anđ lx)astful nian I 145 

N0. ! Rustum slays me, aiid this filial heart. 

For w^ere I match'd vvith ten such men as thoe, 

And I were he who till to-day I was, 

The}^ shpuld be lying here, I stanđing Ihere. 

But that beloved name unnerved my arm— 150 

That name, and soniething, I confess, in thee, 

Which troubles all my heart, and made my shield 
Fall; and thy spear transfixM an unarm'd foe. 

And,now thou boastest, anđ insult’st my fate. 

But hear thou this, fierce maii, trembU^ to hear : 155 

The mighty Rustum shall avenge ту death ! 

Му fathcr, whom I seek through all the Worlđ, 

Не shall avenge тз^ death, and punish thee !” 

As when some hunter in the spring hath found 
A breeding eagle sitting on her nest, 

Upon the craggy’ isle of a hill-lake, 
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And piercM her with an arrow as she rose, 

Anđ follow’d her to find oiit where she fell 

Far off;—anon her mate comes winging back 

From hunting, and a great way off descries 165 

His huddling voung left sole; at that, he checks 

His pinion, and with short uneasy sweeps 

Circles above kis еугу, with loud screams 

Chiđing his mate back to her nest; but she 

Lies dying, with the arrow in her side, 170 

In some far Atony gorge out of his ken, 

Л heap of fluttering feathers: never more 
Shall the lake glass her, flying over it; 

Never the black and đripping precipices 

Echo her stormy scream as she sails by:— 175 

As that poor bird flies home, nor knows his loss 

So Rustum knew not his ovm loss, but stoođ 

Over his dying son, anđ knew him not. 

And with a cold, incredulous voice, he said : 

*^What prate is this of fathers and revenge? iSo 

The mighv Rustum never had a son.^* 

Anđ, with a failing voice, Sohrab replied:— 

‘‘Ah yes, he had! and that lost son am I. 

Surely the news will one đay reach his ear, 

Reach Rustum, where he sits, and tarries long, 185 

Soniewhere, I know not where, but far from here; 

And pierce him like a stab, and make him leap 
То arms, anđ crv for vengeance upon thee. 

Fierce man, bethink thee, for an only son I 

What will that grief,» what will that vengeance be! 190 

Oh, coulđ I liv€*, till I that grief hađ seen! 

Yet him I pity not so much, but her, 

Му mother, who in Ader-baijan dwells 

With that old king, her father, who grows grey 

With age, anđ rules over the valiant Koords. 195 
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Her most I pity, \vho 110 more will see 
Sohrab returning from the Tartar camp, 

With spoils and honour, when the war is đone; 

But a dark rumour will be bruited up, 

From tribe to tribe, until it reach her ear; 200 

And then wiy that defenceless woman learn 
That Sohrab will rejoice her sight 'no mor®, 

But that in battle with a nameless foe, 

Ву the far-distant Oxus, he is slain.** 

Не spoke; and as he ceas’d he wept aloud, 205, 

Thinking of her he left, and his own death. 

Не spoke; but Rustum listen’d, plung’d in thought. 

Nor did he yet believe it was his son 

Who spoke, although he cairđ back names he knew; 

For he had had sure tidings that the babe, 210 

Which was iii Ader-baijan bor^ to him, 

Had been a puny girl, no bov at all: 

So that sad mother sent him word, for fear 
Rustum should seek the boy, to train in arms. 

And so he deem’d that either Sohrab took, 215. 

Ву a false boast, the style of Rustum's son; 

Or that pien gave it him, to swell his fame. 

So đeem’d he; yet he listen’d, plungM in thought; 

And his soul set to grief, as the vast tide 

Of the bright rocktng ocean sets to shore 220- 

At the full moon: tears gather’d in his eyes; 

For he remember’d his own early youth, 

And all its bounding rapture; as, at (fewn, 

The shepherd from his mountain-lođge descries 
A far, bright city, smitten by the sun, 225 

Through manv rolling clouds—so Rustum saw 
His youth; saw ^Sohrab’s mother, in her bloom; 

And that old king, her father, who loved well 
His wanđering guest, and gave him his fair child 
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With јоу ; and all the pleasant life they led, 230 

They three, in that long distant summer-time— 

Тће castle, anđ the dewy woods, and hunt 
And hound, and morn on these delightful hills 
In Ader-baijan. And he saw that Youth, 

Of age and looks to be his own dear son, 235 

Piteous and 1 огге 1 у, lying on the sand, 

Like some rich hyacinth, wliich by the scythe 
Of an unskilful garđener has been cut, 

Mowing the garden grass-plots iiear its bed, 

And lies, a fragrant tower of purple bloom, 240 

Oii the iiiowri, dying grass so vSohrab lay, 

Lovely in death, upon the common sand. 

And Rustuni gaz’d on him with grief, and said:— 
Sohrab, thou indeed art such a son 
Whom Rustum, wert thou his, might well have lov’d I 245 
Yet here tliou errest, Sohrab, or else meii 
Have told thee false;—thou art not RUvStum’s soii. 

For Rustum had no son: one child he had— 

But oiie —9 girl: who with her mother now 

Plies some light female task, nor dreams of us— 250 

Of us she dreanis not, nor of wounds, nor war.” 

But Sohrab answer ’3 him in wrath; for now 
Thc aiiguish of the deep-fix’cl spear grew fierce, 

And he desircd to draw forth the steel, 

And let the blood flow free, and so to die; 255 

But first he would convince his stubborn foe; 

And, rising sternly pn one arm, he said:— 

“Man, who art thou who dost deny my words? 

Truth sits upon the lips of dying men, 

And falsehood, while I lived, was far from mine. 260 
I tell thee, prick’d upon this arm I bear 
That seal which Rustum to my mother gave, 

That she might prick it on the babe she bore.” 
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Не spoke: anđ all'the bloođ left Rustmn’s cheeks; 
Anđ his knees totter'đ, anđ he smote his hand 265 

Against his breast, his heavy mailed hand, 

That the hard iron corslet clank’d alond : 

And to his heart he press’d the other hand, 

And in a hoHow voice he spake, and said:— 

''Shorab, that \vere ^ proof which could^not lie. 270 
If thou show this, then art thou Rustum’s son.** 

Then, with weak hastv fingers, Sohrab loos’đ 
His belt, and near the shoulder bared his aftn, 

And show’d a sign in faint vermilion points 

Prick’d: as a cunning workman, in Pekin, 275 

Pricks with vermilion some clear porcelain vase, 

An emperor’s gift—at early morn he paints, 

And all day long, and, when night comes, the lamp 
Lights up his studious forehead and thin hanđs:— 

So delicatcly prick’d the sign appear’d 280- 

On Sohrab’s arra, the sign of Rustum’s seal. 

It was that griffin, which of olđ rear’d Zal, 

Rustum’s great father, whom thev left to die, 

A helpless babe, among the mountain rccks. 

Him that kind creature found, and rear’d, and lov’d— 285 
Then Rustum took it for his glorious sign. 

And Sohrab bared that figure on his arm, 

And himself scann’d it long with mournful eyes, 

And then he touch’d it with his hanđ anđ saiđ:— 

*'How say’st thou? Is that sign the proper sign 290 
Of Rustum’s son, or of some other nian’s?” 

Не spoke; but Rustum gaz’đ, tnd gaz’d, and stood 
Speechless; anđ then he utter’đ one sh%rp сгу — 

O boy—thy fatherl —anđ his voice chokeđ there. 

And then a đark clouđ pass’đ before his e^’^es, 295 

Anđ his heađ swam, and he sank down to earth. 

But vSohrab crawl’d to where he lay, and cast 
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His arms about his neck, anđ kissM his lips, 

And with fonđ faltering fingers strokeđ his cheeks, 
Trying to call him back to life: and life 300 

Came back to Rustum, and he орМ his eyes, 

And they stood wide with horror; and he seized 
In both his hands the dust which lay around^ 

And threw it oh his head, and smi^fch’d his hair,— 

His hair, and face, aiid beard, and glittering arms: 305 

And strong convulsive groanings shook his breast, 

And his sobs choked him; and he clutch’d his sword, 

То draw it, and for ever let life out. 

But Sohrab saw his thought, and held his hands, 

And with a spothing voice he spoke, and said :— 310 

“Father, forbear: for I but meet to-day 
The doom that at my birth was written down 
In Heaven, and thou art Heaven’s unconscious hand. 
Surely my heart cried out that it was thou, 

When first I saw thee; and thy heart spoke too, 315 
I know it! but Fate trod those promptings down 
Under its iron heel; Fate, Fate engaged 
The strife, and hurl’d me on my father's spear. 

But let us speak no more of this: I find 

Му fathcr ; let me feel that I have found. 320 

Come, sit beside me on this sand, and take 

Му head betwixt thy hands, and kiss my cheeks, 

And wash them with thy tears, and say: “Му sonl^* 
Сшск 1 quick! for number’d are my sands of life, 

And swift; for like tho lightning to this field 325 

I came, and like the wiftd I go away— 

Sudden, and swift, and like a passing wind. 

But it was writ in Heaven that this should be.** 

So said he: and his voice released the heart 
Of Rustum, and his tears broke forth; he cast 
His arms round, his son's neck, and wept aloud. 


330 
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And kissM him. And*awe fell on both the hosts, 

When they saw Rustum’s grief; and Ruksh, the horse, 

With his head bowing to the ground and mane 

Sweeping the dust, came near, aiid in mute woe 335 

First to the one then to the other mov’d 

His head, as if enquiring what their grief 

Might mean; and froni his dark, compassiohate eyes, 

The big warm tears rmFd down, and сакМ the sanđ. 

But Rustum chid him with stern voice, and said :— 34a 

“Ruksh, now thou grievest; but, O Ruksh, thy feet 
Should then have rotted 011 their nimble joints, 

When first they bore thy master to this field.'* 

But Sohrab look*d upon the horse and said:— 

^‘Is this, then, Ruksh? How often, in past days, 345 
Му mother told me of thee, thou brave steed! 

Му terrible father’s terrible horse; and said, 

That I should one day find thy lord and thee. 

Come, let me lay my hand upon thy mane. 

O Ruksh, thou art more fortunate than I; 350 

For thou hast gone where I shall never go, 

And snuff'd the breezes of my father^s home. 

And thou hast trod the sands of Seistan, 

And seen the river of Helmund, and the lake 
Of Zirrah; and the aged Zal himself 355 

Has often strok’d thy neck, and given thee foođ, 

Corn in a golden platter soak’d with wine, 

And said : ‘O Ruksh! bear Rustum well !*’—but I 
Have never known my grandsire’s furrow^d face, 

Nor seen his lofty house in Seistan, 360 

Nor slaked my thirst at the clear Helmunu stream: 

But lodg’d among my father’s foes, anđ seen 
Afrasiab’s cities only, Samarcand, 

Bokhara, and lone Khiva in the waste, 

Anđ the black Toorkmun tents; anđ only dfunk 365 



ENGLISH POETR\’ 


192 

The desert rivers, Moorghab and Tejend, 

Kohik, and where the Kalmuks feed their sheep, 

The northern Sir; and this great Oxus stream, 

The yellow Oxus, by whose brink I die/’ 

And, with a heavy groan, Rustum replied370 
“Oh, that its waves were flowing over me!, 

Oh, that I saV its grains of yelloy/^silt 
Roll tumbling in the current o’er my headl'’ 

And, with a grave mild voice, Sohrab replied :— 
‘‘Desire not^'that, my father; thou must live. 375 

For some are born to do great deeđs, anđ live. 

As some are born to be obscur'd, and die. 

Do thou the deeds I die too young to do, 

And reap a second glory in thine age. 

Thou art my father, and thy gain is mine. 380 

But come: thou seest this* great host of men 
Which follow me; I ргау thee, slay not these: 

Let me entreat for them: what have tliey done? 

Тћеу follow*d me, my hope, my fame, my star. 

Let them'all cross the Oxus back in peace. 385 

But me thou must bear hence, not send with them 
But саггу me with thee to Seistan, 

And place me on a bed, and mourn for me, 

Thou, and the snow-hair 41 Zal, and all thy friends. 

And thou must lay me in that lovely earth, 39a 

And heap a stately mound above my bones, 

And plant a far-seen pillar over all: 

That so the passing horseman on the waste 
Мау see my tomb ^ great way off, anđ say— 

Sohrab, the fnighty Rustum*s son, lies there, 395 

IVhoni his great father did in ignorance kill — 

And I be not forgotten in my grave,*’ 

And, with a mournful voice, Rustum rcplieđ:— 

"Fear not: as thou hast saiđ, Sohrab, my son, 
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400 


So shall it be: for I will burn my tents, 

And quit the host, and bear thee hence with ine, 

And саггу thee away to Seistan, 

And place thee on a beđ, and mourn for thee, 

With the snow-headed Zal, and all my friends. 

And I will lajj thee in that lovely earth, 405 

And heap a stately mound above thy bone:^ 

And plant a far-seen pillar over all : 

And men shall not forget thee in thy grave. 

Aiid I wiU spare thv host: уеа, let them g»: 

Lct them all cross the Oxus back in peace. 410 

What should I do with slaying апу more? 

For would that all whom I have ever slain 
Might be oiice more alive—my bitterest foes, 

And thev who were саИМ champions in thcir time, 

And through whose death I w^n that fame I have; 415 

And I were nothing but a common man, 

A poor, mean soldier, and without renown; 

So thou mightest live too, my son, my son I 
()r rather would that I, even I myself, 

Might now be lying on this bloody sand, 420 

Near death, and by an ignorant stroke of thine, 

Not thou of mine; and I might die, not thou; 

And I, not thou, be borne to Seistan; 

And Zal niight weep above my grave, not thine; 

And sav,—O son, I weep thee not too sore 425 

For willingly, I know, thou meFst thine end.— 

But now in blood and battles was m\j youth, 

And full of blood and battles is гау fige, 

And I shall never end this life of blood.” 

Then, at the point of death, Sohrab replied :— 430 

“A life of blood inđeed, thou dreadful man! 

But thou shalt yet have peace; only not now; 

Not yet: but thou shalt have it on that đay. 


М 
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When thou shalt sail in a high-masteđ ship, 

Thou and the other peers of Kai Khosroo, 435 

Returning home over the salt blue sea, 

From laying thy dear master in his grave/* 

And Rustum gaz*d in Sohrab’s face, and said: 

‘*Soon be that day, my son, and deep that ^ea! 

Till then, if f'^te so wills, let nie endure/* 440 

Не spoke; and Sohrab smiled 011 him, and took 
The spear, and drew it from his side, and eas^d 
His wound's imperious anguish: but the blood 
Came welling from the open gash, and life 
Flow*d with the stream: all down his cold white side 445 
The crimson torrent ran, dim now, and soil'd, 

Iyike the soilM tissue of white violets 
Left, freshly gather’d, on their native bank, 

Ву romping children, whom their nurses call 

From the hot fields at noon : his head dropp’d low, 450 

His limbs grew slack; niotionless, white, he lay— 

White, with eyes closM; only when heavy gasps, 

Deep, heayy gasps, quivering through all his frame, 
Convuls^d him back to life, he open’d them, 

And fix’d them feebly on his father's face: 455 

Till 110w all streiigth was ebb’d, and from his limbs 
Unwillingly the spirit fled away, 

Regretting the warm mansion which it left, 

And youth, and bloom, and this delightful world. 

So, on the bloody sand, Sohrab lay dead; 460 

And the great Kustum drew his horseman’s cloak 
Down o*er his face, cnd sate by his dead son. 

As those blackt granite pillars, once high-rear’d 
Ву Jemshid in Persepolis, to bear 

His house, now, mid their broken flights of steps, 465 
Iyie prone, enormous, down the mountain side— 

So in the sand lay Rustum by his son. 
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And iiight came dewn over the soleinn waste, 

And the two gazing hosts, a^d that sole pair, 

And darken*d all; and a cold fog, with night, 470 

Crept from the Oxus. Soon a hum arose, 

As of a great assembly loos'd, and fires 

Began to tw^kle through the fog: for now 

Both arinies mov*d to camp, and took th^ir meal: 

The Persians took it on the open sands 475 

Southward; the Tartars by the river marge: 

And Rustum and his son were left alone. 

But the majestic river floated on, 

Out of the mist anđ hum of that low land, 

Into the frosty starlight, and there mov*d, 480 

Rejoicing, through the hush*d Chorasmian waste, 

Under the solitary moon : he flow*d 
Right for the polar star, past J 3 rgunje, 

Brimming, and bright, anđ large: then sands begin 
То hem his watery march, and dam his streams, 485 

And split his currents; that for many a league 
The shorn and parcelPd Oxus strains along 
Through beds of saiid and matted rushy isles— 

Oxus, forgetting the bright speed he had 

In his high mountain-cradle in Pamere, 490 

A foird circuitous wandercr:—till at last 

The long*d-for dash of waves is heard, and wide 

His luminous home of waters opens^ bright 

And tranquil, from whose floor the new-bathed stars 

Emerge, and shine upon the Aral Sea 495 
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NOT HERE, O APOLLO 

Not here, O Apollo! 

Are haunts meet for thee. 

But, where Helicon breaks down 
Jn cliff to the sea, 

Where the moon-silverM inlets 
Send far their light voice 

Up the still vale of Thisbe, 

O speed, and rejoice! 

On the sward at the cliff-top 
Lie strewn the whitc flocks; 

On the cHff-siđe the pigeons 
Roost deep in the rocks. 

In the moonlight the shepherđs, 
Soft luird by the rills, 

Lie wrapt in their blankets 
Asleep on the hills. 

—What forms are these coming 
vSo white through the gloom? 

What garments out-glistening 
The gold-flower’d broom? 

What sweet-breathing presence 
Out-perfumes the thyme? 

What voices enrapture 
The night’s balmv prime?— 
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*Tis Apollo comes leading 
His choir, the Nine. 

—The leader is fairest, 

But ali are divine. 

They are lost in the hollovvs! 

They stream up again! 

What seeks on this mountain 
The glorified train?— 

They bathe on this mountain, 
In the spring by their road; 
Then on to 01 ympus, 

Their endless abode! 

—Whose praise d(>they mention? 

Of what is it told?— 

What wiU be for ever; 

What was from of old. 

First hymn they the Father 
Of all things; and then 
The rest of immortals, 

The action of men. 

The day in his hotness, 

The strife with the palm; 

The night in her silence*, 

The stars in their calm. 



COVENTRV PATMORE.* 

ТНЕ TOY$, 

Му little Son, who lookM from thoughtful eyes 
Anđ moved anđ spoke in quiet grown-up wise, 
Having my law the seventh time disobey*đ, 

I struck him, and dismiss’d 
With hard words and unkiss'd, 5 

His Mother, who was patient, being dead. 

Then, fearing lest his grief should hinder sleep, 

I visited his bed,“ 

But founđ him slumbering đeep, 

With darkenM eyelids, and their lashes yet ro 
From his late sobbing wet. 

And I, with moan, 

Kissing away his tears, left others of my own; 

For, on a table drawn beside his head, 

Не had put, within his reach, 15 

A box of counters and a red-vein’đ stone, 

A piece of glass abraded by the beach 
Anđ six or seven shells, 

A bottle with blue-bells 

And two French copper coins, ranged there with 

careful art, 20 

То comfort his sad heart. 

So when that night I pray*d 
То God, I wept, anđ said: 

♦Ву kind permission of Messrs. G. Bell & Sons, I^td., London- 
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Ah, wlieii at last we lie with trancdd breath, 

Not vexing Thee in death, 25 

And Thou renieinberest of what toys 
We mađe our joys, 

How weakly understood 
Thy great commaiided good, 

Then, fatherly not less 30 

Than I whom Tliou hast moulded from the clay, 
Thou’lt leave Thy wrath, aiid say, 

I will be sorry for their childishness.* 



GEORGE MEREDITH.^^ 


7 .UCIFER IN STARLIGHT. 

On a starred night Princc Lvicifer uprose, 

Tired ti his dark dominion svvung the fiend 
Above the rolling ball in cloucl part screened, 
Where sinners hugged their spectre of repose. 

Poor ргеу to his hot fit of pride were those. 5 

And now upon his western wing he leaned, 

Now his huge bulk o’er Afric's sands careened, 
Now the black planet shadowed Arctic snows. 

Soaring through wider zones that pricked his scars 
With тетогу of the old revolt from Awe, lo 

Не rearhed a middle height, and at the stars, 

Which are the brain of heaven, he looked, and sank. 
Around the aiicient track marched, rank on rank, 

The arni}^ of unalterable law. 

*Ву kind permission of Messrs. Constable & Co., Ltd., bonđon 
and Messrs. Charles Scribners’ Sons, New York. 
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A CHILD^S LAUGHTER. 

All the bells of heaven may ring, 

All the birds of heaveii may siillg, 

All the wells on earth may spring, 

All the winđs on earth may bring 

All sweet sounds together; 5 

Sweeter far than all things heard, 

Hand of harper, tone of bird, 

Sound of woods ati»undawn stirred, 

Welling water's winsome word, 

Wind in warm w^an weather. lo 

One thing yet there is, that none. 

Hearing ere its chime be done 
Know^s not well the sweetest one 
Heard of man beneath the sun, 

Hoped in heaven hereafter; 15 

Soft and strong and loud and light, 

Very sound of very light 

Heard from morning's rosiest hcight, 

When the soul of all delig^it 
Fills a chilđ's clear langhter. 20 

Golden bells of welcome rolled 
Never forth such notes, nor told 

♦Ву kind permission of Messrs. William Heineniann btd., 
Publishers of Swinburne*s works, London. 
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Hours so blithe in tones so bolđ, 

As the radiant month of gold 

Here that rings forth heaven. 25 

If the golden-crested wren 
Were a nightingal^—why, then, 

Something seen and heard of mon 
Migiit be half as sweft as when 

Laughs a child of seven. 30 



MONMOHAN GHOSE.'^- 

I^ONDON. 

Farevvell, svveetest country; out of my heart уе roses, 
Wayside roscs, iioddiiig, the slow traveller to keep, 

Тоо long h^ve I drowsed alone in the meadows deep 
Тоо long alone endured^the silence Nature jespouses. 

Oh, the rush, the rapture of lifc! throngs, lights, houscs, 5 
This is Tondon. I wake as a sentinel from sleep. 

Stunncd with the frcsh thundcr, thc harsh, delightful 
noises, 

I move entranced on the thronging pavemcnt. How 
sweet, 

Toeycs sated with green, the dustv, brick-walled street Г 
And the lone spirit, of self so weary, how it rejoices 10 
То be lost in others, bathed in*the tones of human voices^ 
And feel hurried along the happy trcad of feet. 

And a sense of vast sympathy my heart almost crazes, 
The warmth of kindrcd hearts in thousands beating 
with niine, 

Each jEresh face, each figure, my spirit drinks like 

wine,— 15 

Thousands endlesslv passing. Violets, đaisies, 

What is your charm to thc passionate charm of faces, 

This ravishing reality, this earthliness divine? 

O murmer of men more svveet than all the wood^s caresses, 
How sweet only to be an unknown^leaf that sings 20 
In the forest of life ! Cease, Nature, thy^whisperings. 
Can I talk with leaves, or fall in love with breezes? 
Beautiful boughs, уоиг shade not a human pang appeases,. 
This is London. I lie and twine in the roots of things. 


*Ву kind permission of Messrs. Basil Blackwell, London. 
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SWEETEST SWEETS THAT TIME HAS RIFLED 

Svveetest svveets that Tinie has rifled, 

Eive anew on lyric tongue— 

Tresses with which Paris trifled, 

Lips to Antony*s that clung. 

These surrender not their rose 5 

Nor their goldeii puissance those. 

Vain the eiivious loam that covers 
Нег of Egypt, her of Тгоу : 

Helen’s, Cleopatra’s lovers 
Still desire them, still епјоу. lo 

P'ate but stole wliat Song rcstored : 

Vain the aspic, vain the cord. 

Idly clanged the sullen portal, 

Idly the sepulchral door : 

Fame the mighty, Love the immortal, 15 

These than foolish dust are more: 

Nor may captive Death refusc 

Homage to the conquering Muse. 

Ву kind pe*mission of the poet. 
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RIJPERT BROOKE/^- 

ТНЕ vSOLDIER. 

If I should die, tliiiik only tliis of me : 

That therc’s some corner of a foreign fie 4 d 
That is for ever England. Therc shall be 
In that rich earth a richer diist concealed ; 

A dust \vhoin hhigland bore, shapcd, niade avvare, 5 
Gave, once, her flovv'ers to love, her \vays to roam, 

Л body of England’s, breathing English air, 

Washed by the rivers, bles^ by suns of home. 

And thiiik, this lieart, all evil shed away, 

A pulse in the eternal mind, 110 lcss 10 

Gives somcwhere back the thoughts by England 
given ; 

Her sights and sounds ; dreanis happy as her day ; 

And laughter, learnt of friends ; and gentleness, 

In hcarts at pcace, under an English heaven. 


“Collected Poems*’ by Rupert Brooke. Ву kind 
permission of his Literary Rxecutor aiid of the publishers Messrs. 
Sidgwick and Jackson, Ltd., I^)ndon. 
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IN THE BAZARS OF HVDERABAD. 

*‘What clo уе sell, O уе merchants ? 

Richly your \vares are đisplayeđ.” 

“Turbans of crimson and silvcr, 

Tunics o£ purple brocacle, 

Mirrors with panels of amber, 5 

Daggers with hanđles of jađe.’* 

“What do you weigh, O уе vendors ?“ 

“Saffron and lentil and rice.*’ 

“What do you grind, O уе maidens,“ 
“vSandalwood, henna and spice.“ 10 

“What do you call, O уе pedlars?*^ 

“Chessmen anđ ivory dicc.*^ 

“What đo you make, 0 ’ye goldsmiths?” 
“Wristlet and anklet aiid ring, 

Bells for the feet of blue pigeons, 15 

Frail as a dragon-fly*s wing 
Girdles of golđ for the đancers, 

Scabbards of gold for the king.** 

“What do you сгу, O уе fruitmen?’* 

“Citron, pomegranate and plum.” 20 

“What do you play, O miisicians ?** 

“Cfttar, sarangi and drum.** 

“What do you chant, O magicians?** 

“Spells for the aeons to come** 

♦Ву kinđ permission of Messrs. William Heinemann Ltđ., 
Ivondon. 
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**\Vhat do you weave, O уе flower girls 25 
With tassels of azure and red?** 

“Crowns for the hrow of a bridegroom, 
Chaplets to garland his bed, 

Sheets of white bloosoms new-gathered 
Tq perfume the sleep of the dead/^ 30 



RABINDRANATH TAGORE. 


MORNING. 

In thy name I ope my eyes 
Upon the holy morn to»day; 

In thy name doth all my heart 
Its hundred petals opcn lay; 

In thy name the touch of dark 

Is streak'đ with lines of golden fire; 

In thy name now bursts the light 
1 Лке music from thc morning^s lyre ! 

In thy name the eastern gate 
Its mighty portals dotli unfold,— 

In thy name comes forth the sun 
Brow-bound with newly-bnrnish 41 gold ; 

In thy namc the sea of life 

With play of ripples wakcs ancw; 

In thy namc, lo, all the world 
Deck’d in beauty comes to view. 

тнб: night-uamp. 

Softly, softly, softly blow 
O night-wind, O restless wind : 

Thrills a not^e on Midnight’s pipe!— 
Hush, O winđ, go soft anđ slow. 

I, the night-lamp, for thv sake 
In fear anđ trembling keep awake,— 

Tell thy secret in mine ear, 

Biit hush, O winđ, speak it low. 



RABINDRANATH TAGORE 


]Srews from far-off \voods in spring 
IJnto my room-corner bring^ ; 

I too liave a worđ to send 
То the stars at đarkiicss* end; 
Таке it in thine ear, O winđ— 

Trwke it softly ere уоп go. 




NOTES. 




NOTES. 

WILLIAM SHAKBSPEARI- (1564—16IG). 

ShakevSpea|;e, the greatest English dramatic poet, was boru at 
Stratford-oii-Avoii in Warwickshire and was educated in the free 
Grammar School there. Че married young aiia came to Eondon 
about 1586. Не soon obtained employment as an actor but it was 
as a writer for the stage during the twenty years from 1591 to 
1611 that he made his name immortal. Не then retired to Slratford 
whcre he lived prosperous and honoured till liis^death. 

Shakespeare is the representative Knglishman of his time. 
Не shews us the England of the Renaissance, the Bngland that 
had recovered from the terrible wars of the Roses, the England 
that had đefeated the vSpaiiish Armada, the England that had 
realised how large and iiiteresting the world really was, and 
tibove all the England that was readv to take a vigorous and 
tnanly part in the struggles that were to come. But he was more 
than the man of his age. Не looked deeply into life and its 
problenis and perhaps nowhere h^s he cxpressed the difficulty of 
'imderstanding the mystery of all that we are and do than in the 
famous liiies in the TcnipesL ending. 

“We are such stuff 

.\s dreams are made of, and our liltlc life 
Is rounded with a sleep.” 


JUETUvS C.EvSAR, FROM ACT Ш, SCENE П. 

This famous speech was delivered by Магк Antony just after 
the assassination of Julius Ccesar. The scene is the Forum at Rome. 
Brutus, Cassius aiid other murderers of Csesar were not present. 


Eine 23. 

>> tS* 
>> 57. 

» 61. 

» 78. 

» 89. 


,, 100. 


,, 106. 


Lupercal. The Eupercalia was a festival held in honour 
of the God Pan on the i^th of February, just a month 
therefore, before the death of Caesar. 

This means that the lowest in worldly position is now 
too high to do reverence to Cjoesar. 

Closet. Office or study. 

Napkins. Haiidkerchiefs. 

O’ershot my8elf. Gone too far. 

Pulpit. Rostrum, on which he liad been standing to 
make his speech. 

Nervii. Л tribe of Gaul whom Ccesar had defeated iti 
57 В. C. 

То be resolved. То make certain. 
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Line io8. Caesar^s angel. Tlie friend in 'whom lie trusted. 

,, 115. Pompey’8 Statua. Statua the word then used for statue. 

Csesar was struck down by the daggers of his 
assassins at the foot of l’ompcv’s statue. 

,, 116. Which, etc. WJiicli was covered with his blood. 

,, 121. The đint. The impression. 

,, 124. Marr’d. Lacerated or defaced by traitors. 

,, 145. That, ctc. And they w'ho gave ше leave to speak aboul 

him know that very well. 

,, 169. Drachma. A coin worth about seveii annas. 

,, 176. Oii t’ is side Tiber. The gardeiis w'ere 011 the opposite 

side of the River Tiber at Rome. Antony was speak- 
ing in the Forum. Shakespeare, perhaps wrote on 
that side; or more likely copied some one else’s 
mistake. 


HAMLKT, ЛСТ I. vSCKNK III. 

Laertes, who is just going o*' a vovage, takes leave of his sister 
Ophelia and of his father Polonius. Polonius gives him sage and 
often quoted advice and lioth he and, when he has gone, 
Polonius w’arn Ophelia that she mnst not take thc advances ni 
Hamlet seriously, as he is never likelv, for various reasons, to 
таггу her. 

Line 2. As the Wind8, etc. As the wind is favourable and there 
is a convenient vShip to carrv'me. < 

,, 7. A toy in blood. A mere fancy. 

,, 8. A violet, etc. Л spring flower onlv. 

,, g. Suppliance of a minute. Something thvat fills up ;> 

spare nionient only. 

,, II. Crescent. Growing. 

,, 12 . Thews. Sinews, muscular strength. 

,, 15. Soil, means stain, cautel is fraud or deceit. 

,, 17. Hls greatnt;8S weighed, we must remember *the rank 

that he holUs. 

,, 20. Carve. Cut out, that is choose. 

,, 23. Body. The people ог State. 

„ 25. It lits, etc. It will be wisest on vour part only to place 

reliance upon what he savs to the extent to which 
he caii саггу out what he promises. 

,, 30. Credent, credulous. 

Songis. His proposals. 
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Line 36. 

Chariest. Mdst cautious. 


39 - 

Infants. Flowers. 


,, 40. 

Buttons. Buds. 


44 - 

То itself. AgaiiivSt itself. 


,, 51 - 

And recks not his own rede. And heeds 
the lesson he gives to others. 

not liiniself 

,, 5 ^’- 

Thc^ wind is favourable. 


,, 57 - 

Staid. Waited. 


,, 59 - 

Look thou character. See that vou impress 

or engrave. 

,, bo. 

Unproportion’d. Unsuitable, ungraceful. 


,, 79. 

Censure. Here, opinion. 



73’5- Tliis is a difficult passage aiid may perhaps be para- 
phrased: Atid tliey iii France of the higliest rank 
slievv tlieir good breeding by their dress. The word 
‘Chief’ means the uppcr part of a shield in heraldry; 
hence select and generous chief would imply—of a 
high born family. 

,, S3. Tend, arc vvaiting for vou. 

,, 86. And yoii уоигзеК, etc» Your counsels are as sure of 

remaining lockeil in шу шетогу as if you kept the 
ксу of it. 

,, 96. Uiiderstand yourseIf. Here probably : you do iiot uiider- 

stand vour conduct, eto. 

,, loi. Green. Inexperieuced. 

,, 102. Unsifted. Untried—one whr> has not sifted or looked 

into such matters. 

,, iđb. Рау. Мопеу.' 

,, 109. Wronging. vSome have thought wringiiig would be 

better; lwisting or contorting the phrase too much. 
Mr. Santyana adopts the following emendation :— 

Or—not to crack the vvind of the poor iihrase, 
Running it thus—you’ll tender ше a fool. 

Vou’ll tender me a fool. Маке ine look foolish in the 
eyes of people generally. 

,, III. Fashion. Ophelia uses faslii§n as meaning nianner. 

Polonius in the next hne uses the word as meaning 
the caprice of a nioment. 

,, 115. Springs. Snares. The woodcock was thought a very 
foolish bird. 

,, II7. Blazes. Passionate words of love. 

,, 121. Scanter, etc. Ве not so ready to grant interviews. 

„ 125 Command to parley. Direction to surrender. 
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Ivine 1:25. Tether. Rope tliat ties an animal up. Hence the 
meaning is: Believe that Hamlet is now voung and 
that he will niove in a larger world than >our birth 
will open to vou. 

,, 127. Brokers. Procurers. 


,, 12S, Invesiments. Clothes, cxternal appearanoe. 

,, 129. Implorators. Thosc \vho implorc. 


НАМГ^КТ, ЛСТ Ш. SCKNK I. 

This famous soliloquy deals with the question \vhcther, when he 
is harassed aim distracted by шапу troubles, it is right 011 a 
man’s part to give up the struggle anđ put aii eud to himself. 
Some have thought that Hainlet is rathcr considering whether he 
ought to take steps to dcliver hiniself froni his troubles even 
though it might iiivolve the loss of his life, but that clearlv is iiot 
thc meaning; he had resolved to do that iu апу case. 


l/ine 4, 


13 - 

cs. 

20. 

21 . 

22 . 

24. 


,, .25. 

. 30. 

, 31 - 

,, 32. 


A sea of troiibles. Л proverbial expression in Greek. 
Troublcs so nunierous that thev flow in upoii us and 
encompass us like a sea. 

Mortal Coil. Disturbance, bustle; turmoil of life. 

Respect. Here, consideration. 

Whip8, etc. The ridicule and abuse of the times. 

Ouietus. Л legal tcrni meaning a writ of dischargc, 
hence here, aii end or settlenient. 

Bodkin. Л sniall dagger. Fardels. Burdens. 

Grunt. Groan. 

The undiscoverM coi!ntry, etc. The unknown land from 
which no one retums to give us an account of what 
he has seen. Shakespeare had in mind no doubt thc 
voyages of discovcrv which were being made in his 
day. Goethe has a similar thought. 

Bourn. Limit or boundarv. 

Will. The mind. 

Thought. C'^re or anxiety. 

Pith and mojient. Pith is marrovv, hcnce strength. 
Momfiit is importance. 

With this regard. Kooked at in this way. 


KING HKNRY V, ЛСТ III, vSCKNB I. 

This speech is supposed to be mađe bv Непгу during the 
attack on the French fortress of Harfleur at the mouth of the 
Seine. The capture of Harfleur took place in September, 1415 at 
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the begiiining of the canlpaign which ended vvith the victory of 
Agincourt on October the 25th, 

Ivine 2. Or close the wall, etc. The sensc is, ‘go again into the 
breach you have made in the \v all or leave уоиг bodies 
there.* 

,, 6. The tiger. Shakespeare thought, witli others of his day, 

that the tiger roared and raged in stornis and high 
win 4 s. 

,, 10. Portage. Open snace. The eyes are tcibe like cannon 

looking through the portholes. 

,, II. Overwhelm, Oversliadovv. 

,, 12. Galled. Jagged. 

,, 13. O’erhang and jutty his confounded base. Sir Sidney 

Lee suggests, projcct over its riiined foiindations. 

,, 14. Swill’d. Washed. 

,, 18. Fet. Fetclied or drawn. 

,, 21. Argument. Subject, niattcr lo light about. 

,, 24. Ве сору. Set an examplc. 

,, 31. Slips. Leather straps that hold thc grevhounds uniil 

it is wished to loose thcni. 

KING RICHARI) III, ЛСТ I, vSCKNF IV. 

This terrible sceiie describes the last hours of the Duke of 
Clarence, brother of King Bdvvard IV and of Richtfrd Duke of 
Gloucester, afterwards King Richard III. Не had been false to 
Bdward who had pardoned but not forgiven him and now on fresh 
charges'Tie had been iniprisoned in the Tower unđer senteiice of 
death. Tradition says tliat he chose to be drowned in a cask 
of Malmsey winc, but Sliakespeare’s version of the storv that he 
was stabbed and that his body was afterwards placed in a cask 
that happened to be near seems vcrv probable. 'J'he cvent tcxik 
place in 1478. 

Ivine I. Brakenbury. Sir Robert Rrakenbury, Lieutenant (that 
* is keeper) of the Tower of London. 

,, 4. Faithfui. Here, one having faith; not an infidel. 

,, 10. Burgundy. The Duke of Burgtindy, Charles the Bold,. 

who had supported I0dward and l^lped him to get 
back his tlirone in 1471, had been killed at Nancy 
in 1477. Clarence for a time hoped to таггу Магу of 
Burgundy, the daughter of Charles and heiress to the 
vast Burgundian inheritance which included the 
Netherlands and other possessions. Магу however in 
1477 married ^Iaximilian, the son of the Bmperor 
Frederick. 
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Ivine 17. 
„ 18. 


„ 20. 

„ 27. 

n 32. 
» 37' 

„ 39 - 

„ 40. 

„ 41. 

,1 43-4* 
„ 46. 

„ 49 - 


„ 50. 


„ 51 * 

.# 53 - 


ffatches. The coverings to tjie openings which lead to 
the hold of a ship. Hence they are a little higher 
than the rest of the deck. 

Gloucester. Richard, Duke of Gloucester, afterwards 
Ricliard III. Wc must remember that in his historical 
plavs J^hakespeare had in the main only the 
Lancastrian version of the days of the Wars of the 
Roses to go upon. Л 11 other infor^^iation had been 
carefully destroved. Thc writers of the Tudor times 
ac(!ased Riohard, sometimes as we know wrongly, of 
manv of the crimes of the age in which he lived. 
That he killed the two sons of Kdward IV in the 
Tpwer seems certain. But that he killed the son of 
Ilenrv VI after thc Bnttlc of Tewk^.bury, tliat he 
killed Непгу VI himself, and that he had the wife of 
Clarencc poisoned, seems from the little that we know 
liighly improbable. 

The main. The open sea. Often so used in Robinson 
Crusoc. 

Unvalued. Here perhaps used for invaluable. 

Л¥оо’и. That gazed upon it. 

Vield the ghost. Gx ve up the ghost; die. 

То seek, etc. Л wonderful line. The words convev 
exactly the sense of mysterioiis sadness which 
Shakespeare intended. 

Bulk. Body. 

Belch. Voniit. Literally to emit wind froni the throat 
and mouth. 

O, no, etc. Му dream continued and dealt with what 
happened after niy death, the terrible adventures 
which my soul had. 

Grim Реггутап. Charon who is supposed to ferry the 
vsouls of the dead across the river Styx. 

Warwick, Richard Neville, Karl of Warwick (1428-1471), 
‘The king-niaker,^ who plaved such a prominent part 
in thc Wars of the Ro.ses, and who.se daughter Lsabel 
Clarence had niarried. 

Регјигу. Daring the revolution of 1470 which put 
Edward IVooff the throne for a tinie, Clarence joined 
Warwick. Ile subsequently went over to Edward 4 
side'again. 

Dark топагсћу. The .shades of death. 

A 8hadow, etc. The young .son of King Непгу VI who- 
was supposed to have been stabbed by Clarence and 
Gloucester in Eđward the fourth’s tent after the battle 
of Tewksbury in 1471. Не was more probably slain, 
whilst flying from the battle-field, by others. 
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Line 


»> 


55. FJeeting. The'iđea is that of a man who cannot be 
relied upon. 

72. Wife. Clarence’s wife had died on December 2ist, 147^, 
so that this is a slip on Shakespeare’s part. 

Children. Clarence’s son and daughter both perished 
on the scaffold. The daughter Margaret, Countess of 
Salisbury was put to dcatli by Иепгу VIII; the soii 
Ed''’ard after long confinement fell a victim to 
Непгу VIT. 

78. Princes, etc. Tlie glories of princes are nolhing more 
thaii enipty titles. For the honour paid them tliey 
havc in return nothing bnt trouble. Thev often suffer 
real iniseries for iniaginary and unreai gratifications. 

82. Low nanie. Men of lower rank or position. 


SIR HENRY WOTTON (1568—1639). 

Wotton was a busy nian of afiairs, an anibassađor for nearlv 
twenty vears at Venice, aiid later Provost of Kton where he died. 
Не was a man of lcarniiig and a friend of learned шеп. 


ТНК CHARACTliR OF Л НАГРУ LIFK. 


Line 


)> 


S. Private breath. What people might say. 

10. Nor vice. Vice is subject to ‘raise’. 
iT. How deepest wounds, etc. Insincerity. 

15. Whose State. Whose fortunc. 

iS. Grace. The spirit of God. Не prays that God will шаке 
him a better man rather than a rich one. 

* 

21. Bands. Here ‘bonds.’ Не is not the slave of continua! 
hopes and fears. 


JOHN MILTON (160^1674). 

Milton is the great Puritan poet. Не expressed the exalted 
religious views of those who wished to live severely and honestly 
in a time of inuch levity and freedom of thought. Ве he was 
much niore than that. Не has left verse tlAt will live for all time 
and which has been the delight of meu of everv creed and of 
every mode of thought. Не was a Londoner of^ good family and 
uas cducated at St. PauVs School and afterwards at Christs College 
Cambridge, becoming after the fashion of his time alniost a per- 
fect scholar. After some vears of studv he hurried home froni 
Italv where he was travelling to take his part in the great struggle 
of the seventeenth centurv, becoming Latin vSecretar^ to the 
Council of State and serving in that capacitv throughout the 
Protectorate. Unfortunately his evesight grew’ građually weaker 
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and when the Restoration canie he was totally blind. Не had 
written some of his finest poems when he was young but in the 
last dark days of the Protectorate he coniposed Paradise Lost, 
which was followed by Paradisc Regained aiid Samson Agonistes. 
Не was passionately fond of music and thc student will note a 
reference to its power, perhaps the linest in the Eiiglish 
language, in II Penseroso. Не died as he liad inostlv liveđ, in 
London. 


SONNKT УЏ. 

This beautiful little poem was composed in 1631 when Milton 
was, as he says, just twenty-three years old; perhaps it was written 
on the gth of.'December, his birthdav. In this poem the author 
defends hiniself froni the cliarge of lcading a uselcss life dcvoted 
to mere study. 


Line 4. N 0 bud ог blossom. Не liad not produced anything: 

there liad been as yct no practical result of his 
studies. 


5. Му semblaiice. Му appcarance. Milton looked verv 
young and girlish. 

8. That sorae, etc. Spnie are more fortunate in being 
imbued with imvard ripcness. 

у. Sic. These lincs point lo the great purpose of 
Milton’s Itfe—the composition of sonie noble poem. 

14. Great task«master. God. 


SONNET XVI. 

In this sonnet, probably coniposed in 1655, Miltoii alludes to 
hi.s blindness. 

Line 3. One talent. This is an allusion to the parable of the 
Talents as related in the gospcl according to St. 
Malthew XXV verses 14 etc. Не that had received 
one talent hid it iii the earth and was punished when 
liis lord returned. 

,, 8. Fondly. Foolishly. But perhaps ‘wistfully* would bc 

better as Ihere is nothing foolish in the question. 

,, 10. Who. Those'who. 

IL PENSEROSO. 

(The thoughtful man). 

Iy*Allegro and II Penseroso were most probably written soon 
after Milton hađ left Canibridge and ^vhen he was living in the 
countrv near Windsor. This must have been between 1632 and 



NOTES 


221 


1638, The two poems are comiected togetlier. Bach describes ar 
day iu the li^e of a maii. In the one case the dav is that of one 
who loves cheerfulness, in the other that of, it has been suggested, 
the same man in a mood of serious coiitemplation. 

Line 1. Hence vain deluding јоув. Such as are descrtbed iir 
L'Allcgro. 

,, 3. Bested. Лп old word meaning ‘avail’. 

,, 6. Fond. Foolish. 

,, 10. Pensioners. Retifiue, followers. 

Morpheus. Tlie God of dreams, the soii of sleep. 

,, 18. Memiion. Priiice Menmon, son of Tithonus (who was 

the brother of Priam) came from hl^ kingdom of 

Kthiopia lo help the Trojans but onlv to bc killed by 
Achilles. His sister, like Memnon himself, must have 
been very haiidsome. 

„ 39. That starred Ethiope queen. Ш'1зе beautiful old legend 

relates that Cassiopea, the wifc of Cepheus, King of 
Bthiopia, was so proud of her beauty that she 
challengeđ the Nereids ciaiming that she was more 
bcautiful than they. They however to punish her 
persuaded Poseiđon t^ scnd a Monster to ravage 
Kthiopia, and her đaughter Andromeda was to have 
been sacrificed to this creature to save the countrv 
when Perseus rescucd her and slew the mr>nster. 
Cassiopea was afterwards changed into the constella- 
tion that bears lier name and that is why Milton 
speaks of Jier as ‘starred’. It has becn conjectured 
tliat Milton w'as acquainted with the dark picture of 
Melancholia by the great artist Albert Ditrer. 

,, 23 . Vesta. Milton here indulges his iniagination and givcs 

us a fanciful account of the birth of Melancholy. Не 
makes her the child of Vesta, the goddess of flockvS 
and herds and of liousehold affairs generally, by 
Saturn her father the gloomy chief of heaven. 

29. Ida. Л high mountain in the ivsland of Crete. 

,, 30. Jove. The .son of Saturn who revolted against his 

father accordiug to the legend, and became the highest 
of the Divine beings in his place. 

„ 35. Sable stole of Cypress lawn. Sable here is black. Л 

stole is a scart; thc word is used of a vestnient 
which priests of the Church of Kngland wear whea 
they are performing the service. Lawn is very fine 
linen and probably it first came from the island of 
Cyprus. ITeuce the word Cypress here. 

„ 37. Thy wonted State. Thy accustonied serious đeuieanour. 
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Ivine 39. Commercing. Holding converse with. The accent is on 
the second syllable. 

„ 40. Дар 1 . Absorbed, intent. 

„ 42. Forget, etc. Ве so absorbed as to become like a 

marble statue. 

,, 43. Leaden. The colour of Melancholy. 

,, 46. Fast. Abstinence. 

,, 47. Musf^s. The nine goddesse'' of tlie liberal arts such as 

music, painting, etc. 

,, 51. But first, etc. Milton had in mind the vision of the 

srphire throne guarded by cherubs described in the 
loth chapter of lt,zechiel in the Bible. One of these 
cherubs he calls Conteiiiplation. 

,, 55. Hist. Bring, imperative. 

,, 56. Philomel. Th# nightingale. 

м 59 * Cyntliia. A name for Diana who is tvpified by the 
Moon. She stops to listen to the nightingale. The 
notion of Diana’s chariot being drawii by dragons is 
Miltoii’s own. 

,, 73. Plat. A form of the word plot. 

,, 74. Curfew. The bell at nightfall. Milton when at Cam- 

bridge niust have heard the bell of Great St. Mary’s 
Church ringing at nine o’clock. 

„ 77. Air. Weather. If the weather will not permit of 

rambles in the open air, the serious scholar retires to 
liis conifortable study warmed by a wood fire. 

,, 83. Bellman. The watcliman who, like the modern police- 

man, went his rounds, singing or calling as he went. 

,, 87. The Bear. The constellation known as the Great Bear 

is visible all night, so Milton imagines the student 
reading until morning. 

,, 88. Thrice Great Hermcs. Не studies the works of the 

Egyptian King and Philosopher Hermes Trismegistus 
(thrice great). IMuch of what was said to be A^ritten 
by him ‘s now known to be the work of later 
philosopher''. 

Unsphere. Bring back Plato from the spirit world. 

II 95* Consent. Agreenient or connection. Milton liere refers 
to the old notion of the demons of earth, air and 
water. 

,, 97. Tragedy. The scholar in his study leaves philosophy 

and turns to the works of the great writers of 
Tragedy. 
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ivine qg. 


„ 102. 


I, 103. 


„ 105- 


„ 109. 


„ 122. 
м 123. 

„ 124. 

» las. 

„ 130- 

„ 134- 
„ 148. 


.. 156. 


Presenting, etCv Milton here refers to the great Greek 
authors of Tragedy, ^ischvlus, Sophocles aiid 
Euripides. 

BuskinM stage. The buskin, a boot reaching nearl;^' 
up to the kiiee was worn by the Greek tragic actors 
and hence is synibolical of tragedy. Iii the same way 
the ‘sock’ wa:> thc comic actors* shoe, and the word 
sock was used allusively also. 

But, sad Virgin, etc. Исге Milton cxprcsses the 
wisli that the ^lost poems of Greecd such as were 
supposed to be vvritten by Musmus or Orpheus could 
be recovered. 

Orpheus. This beautiful legend of Orpheus, who was 
supposed to have beeii a poet aiid miismiaii who lived 
in Thrace before the Trojan War, relates that having 
lost his wife Burydice he descended to the lovver 
regions and charnied Pluto so much by his music that 
he allovved hini to take away his wife. This favoiir 
however was granted on the condition that he did 
not look behind him as be vvent out. Anxious to see 
his wife again he did look back and so lost her for 
ever. 

Call liim up, etc. МШоћ here refers to Chaucer whose 
Squire*s Tale, in the Canterbury Tales, was left un- 
finished. Cambuscan vvas a Tartar king; Camball 
and Algarsife were his sons, Canace was his daughter 
though it is not clear who was her husband. The 
magic ring gave to its possessor the power to under- 
stand the speech of birds. The glass^ or mirror 
distinguished truth from falseliood aiid had prophetic 
power also. The horse of brass bore him who rode 
it wherever he wished. 

Civil-suited. Plainly dressed. 

Trickcd. Dressed or adorned. Frounced. Plaited or 
curled. 

Cephaie. Who was loved by Aurora, the goddess of the 
morning. 

Kerchieft. Covered. Probably having a handkerchief 
over the head. ^ 

Minute drops. Drops falling sJowly. С/. minute guns. 

Sylvan. Sylvanus, the god of woods.^ 

Wave at his wings, etc. This is a difficult pas.^agc. 
Perhaps Masson*s suggestion is the best one. “Let 
some strange mysterious dream wave, (i.e. niove to 
and fro) at his (i.e. sleep’s) wings, in airy streani 
etc.” 

Pale. Enclosed place. 
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t/ine 157. The liigh>embowed rooi, Arched roof. Milton iii this 
wonderful passage is no doubt recollecting the glorious 
musical services which he liad heard in King’s 
College Chapel, Cambridge. 

,, 159. Storied windows. Windows flUed with stained glass 

illustrating stories from the Bible. King’s chapel has 
manv such. 

,, 170. Spell. Work out. 

„ 173. Old. Long. 

ANDREW MARVELL (1621—1678). 

This poet was born in Vorkshire. Bducated at tlie Hull 
Granimar Scliool and at Trinity College, Cambridge, travelled aiid 
theii took siđes with the Parlianientariaiis agaiiivSt the King. Ие 
was Milton’s colleague as Latin vSecretarv anđ was long a Meniber 
of Parliament. As tlie verses included here shew he was a great 
adniirer of Cromwell, but that did not prevent him from recogniz- 
ing meiit in olhers. Не wrote much verse and prose but he 
seldom rose to anvthing like thc level of the noble “IToratian 
Ode.” It registers for us and for men of every age the impression 
whicli Cromwell made upon a contemporarv capable of appreciat- 
ing his heroic qualities and of expre<sing tliat impression in 
suitable language. 

AN IIORATIAN ODK. 

Linc 3. Nor in the sliadows sing. Не must not stav in retired 
. places but must come fortli and lakc an active part 
in public affairs. 

,, 8 . Corslet. Л piecc of arnioiir for protecting thc body. 

,, 15. Tlirough his own siđe, etc. The nieaning is fliat 

Cromwell would bur.st throuph and that he rivalled 
those on his own side as well as got the 1>etter of his 
foes. Не would not be kept back or inclosed. 

,, 23. Caesar’s. Charles the Kirst’s. 

,, 24. Laurels. Achievements. 

,, 32. Bergamot. Л fruit tree, a kind of pear. 

,, 39. Those. i.c., the ancieiit rights, the old constitution of 

Kngland. 

,, 47. Hampfon. Hampton Court. Charles I had been taken 

from Holmby House to Hampton Court in August, 
1647 and there elaborate negotiations between him and 
the army and the Parliameut took place. In the course* 
of them Charles entirely lost the confidence of all 
parties. 

,, 4?. Wiser Art. The art of polilical diploinacy. 
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Line 51. Chase. ‘That oiight chase CharlevS liimself.’ 

,, 52. Carisbrook. CarivSbrook Castle in the Isle of Wight to 

which Charles I escaped from Hampton Court in 
November. 1647 and where he soon became a prisoner! 

Case. Enclosure, hence prison. 

,, 53. The Royal Actor. King Charles. Note the dignity and 

grandeur of the lines which follow describing the 
Kmg ’s execution. 

,, 08. The Capitol, at Roinc. This is the pipular legend. 

,, 73. The Irish. Crom^ell returned from his victorious 

expedition to Ireland early in 1650, and was expected 
as the poeni vshews to conquer other countries. 
Ivine 102 speaks of his possibly going^o France like 
CaGvSar, or, line 103, to Italy like Hannibal the 
Carthaginian. What he did do wa.s to invade Scotland 
as is foretold in line 106. 

,, 104. Climacteric. Constituting a crisis, critical. 

,, 105. Pict. Tlie Picts wcre llie ancient inhabitants of 

Scotland. 

,, 112. Caledonian deer. The frightened vScotclnncn hiding 

froni Cromwell’vS pursijit. 

,, iig. The same arts, etc. Governnient rests 011 force and 
inust be 1x)tli founded and maintained therebv. 


HENRY VAUGHAN (1622—1695). 

Л Welsh countrv' doctor who Avas educated at Oxford ; u rote 
a good deal of religious poetrv. Не is always known as ‘the 
Silurisr the Silures being the ancient inhabitants of the part of 
Wales in which he lived. Ilis verses had some infiuencc upon 
Wordsworth. 

DKPARTKD FRIKNDS. 

Line 7. This hill. Vaughan was writing in a very hillv and 
beautiful country. 

,, !o. Trample. Here perhaps the nieaning is that the glorious 

world in which the dead friends are walking far 
surpasses the gloomy one in which Vaughan still 
finds himself. 

,, 33. Но1у Норе. Норе of everlavSting Uie. 

,, 25. And yet. We have sometimes beautiful dreams in which 

our souls commune with the angels and in the .same 
way thoughts come to us at times outside of our 
ordinarv experience and we seem to look into the 
world to come. 


O 
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Ivine 35. Resume thy spirit. Таке nie back, me who am thv 
Spirit. Thrail. Boudage. 

,, 39. That Hiil. Heaven. 

,, 40. Glass. Glass to see with. 

JOHN DRVDEN (1631—1700). 

Dryden the greatest poet after Milton of the second half of the 
seventeenth сећаиу aiid the poet wLo wrote the kind of verse 
which the men uf that time and the ceiiturv that followed loved 
best, was educated at Trinity College, Cambridge. Не was dis- 
tinguished in niany branches of his art for he wrote vigorous aiiđ 
powerful satir^s, excellent translations from thc classics, popular 
plays, and narrative and occasional verse. For a time he was Poet 
Daureate but lost his post as a Roman Catholic favourite of the 
Stuarts at the revolution of 1688. Не was always poor and the 
extraordinar5^ thiiig is that in spite of his шапу troubles he wrote 
with streugth aiid cnergv to the lavSt. Ile uscd the heroic couplet 
which Pope employed also. In the verses to Congreve he com- 
mcnded tlie protcction of his faiiie, Congreve being tlien a youug 
draniatist beginning a successful career, to his friend. 


ТО MY DEAR PRIHND MR. CONGREVE. 

The Double Dealer. This popular play w’as first acted in November, 
1693. Congreve’s first plav Thc Ohi Bachelor had 
beeii more successful. But though The Doiible Dealcr 
was not well received at lirst it was afterwards 
popular enough. 

Line 7. Janus. The mythical hero wlio was said to liave taught 
the Italians husbandry. 

15. Vitruvius. Marcus Vitruvius Pollio, who lived in the 
days of Julius Cacsar and z\ugustus and wrote a book 
on Architecture. In these lines Dryden uses archi- 
tectural exaniples to explain the growth of poetic 
skill in England. 

,, 20. Fletcher. John Fletcher (1576-1625) a welUknown 

English dramatist of Shakespeare’s tinie. 

22. Great Jonson^ Ben Jonson (1574-1637) a great English 
draniatist. 

,, 29. Etheriige. Sir George Etheridge (i635?-i69i) a noted 

wit, courtier and dramatist. 

Southern. Thomas Southern (1660-1746) an Irishman 
who wrote plays and was a friend of I)ryden and Pope. 

„ 30 Wycherley. William Wycherley (1640-1715), also a 

popular dramatist of the Restoration periođ. 
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I^ine 35. Fabius, etc. Dryden is alluding to the incidents in the 
war betweeu the Romans aiid the Carthaginians whpm 
Scipio finally defeated at the battle ot Zama in 20Л 
В. C. The Consulship was givcii to tiini ш 205 В. C. 

,, 39. Дотапо. Giulio Roniano (1492-1546) a famous Italian 

painter, the friend and pupil of Raphael (1483-1520). 
R|phael was however taugtit by his own father and 
by Perugino. 

,, 45. One Edward, %tc. Edward II and Edward III are 

alluded to. 

,, 48. Tom the Second, etc. Dryden had been replaced by 

Thoinas Slia(iwell in liis oiuces of Pdbt Daureaie and 
Hisloriographer Royal. \Vhen Shadwell died in 1692 
the office of Poet Daureate was given to Nahum Tate 
a man of no particular talent. One Thonias Rynier 
well-known as the PMitor of Rymer^s P'cedera a 
laborious collcction of public đocumeiits still used by 
historians, becanie Historiographer. These were the 
two ‘Toms* alluded to. 

,, 63 . То Sliakespeare gave as much, etc. Congreve was 

coiisidcred a iiian of 4 he highest taleiit. Dr. Johnsoti 
characterised a passage in tlie Mouining Bride as the 
inost poetical jiaragraph iii the whole iiiass of Englisli 
literature. 


EDWARD VOUNG (1683—1765). 

Young wafe the son of a well-known clergynian, who atter 
being educated at \Vinchester and Oxford became a clergyman 
liimseTf, thougli rather a worldly one. But though not very 
admirable as a nian he wrote a certain amount of very popular 
poetry and had a happy knack of concentrating a good deal of 
philosophy in a single phrase. 

FROIM NIGHT THOUGIITS I. 

Eine * 7. Their pride (line 5) applauds their future selves. 

„ 9 . Valls. Gratuities, preseiits. Tljev spend the preseiit 

foolishly, in the future the>> will act more wisely. 

„ 14. All promise, etc. Poor weak maii is all promise 

and no performance. 

„ 26. All meit, etc. This line is a good exaraple of Voung’s 

power. 

„ 30. Shaft. The alarming shock of fate which strikes their 

hearts like an arrow. 

„ 31 . The wing. The wings of a bird, and tke feathers of an 

arrow, leave no impression on the air passed through. 
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Line 36. Philander. Thifi is supposed to be a certaiii Heilrv 

Ternple who had married the daughter of Young’vS 
wife by a fornier husband. 

,, 43. Philomel. The nightingale. 

,, 47. Wrapt in shađe. The poet himself in the night. 

,, 52. Moeonides. Л name for Homer who is .supposed to have 

been^ blind. ' 

,, 53. Miltoni Milton w’as blind irf his later life. 

,, 54. Ог his. Pope’s strain. Pope translated Homer inta 

Knglish and thus made him ‘our own.’ 

,, 55 Man^too he sung. Pope wrote a famous Kssay on Мап. 

,, 58. O had he, etc. ()h that Pope hađ dealt with man after 

death etc. It may be .said that Pope wa.s not speciallv 
litted for Ihis task. 


ALEXANDER POPE ( 1688 — 1744 ). 

Pope was the son of a London linendraper. Не was đeformcđ 
in body aiid became a poet at d verv earlv age. His best knowm 
рО€ш is his Essay on Мап but he ahso translated Honier aiiđ 
wrote mucli other excellent verse. His poetry shews the 
P^ighteenth Centurv at its best, polished, clever, full of clear think- 
ing and pointed savings. Sucli poetry tended to become mecha- 
nical cMid it gave place (about 1800) to the verse of the nevv’ or 
Roniaiitic Scnool of which \Vords\vorth and Coleridge were the 
first great lcaders. Still thc poetry of l’opc ks interesting aud 
stiinulating. It niakes one think aiid it pleases llie ear. 


KPISTLK ТО ARBUTHNOT. 

Liiie 2. Му parents’ ог my own. Pope probablv has in minđ 
the passage in the New Teiitameiit, St. John 1Х-2, 
“Master, who did sin, this man, or his parents, that 
he was born blind?” 

,, 5 . This idle tr{|de. The trađe of literature. 

,, 9. Arbuthnot. J^hn Arbuthnot (1667-1735), to whom this 

Kpistle was addressed was a phvsician and a wit. 
Не vyfas the friend of Pope and Swift and enjoyed a 
large practice. 

„ II. Granville. George Granville (1667—1735) afterwards 
Lord Lansdovvue. Л niinor poet and dramatist. 

,, 12. Walsh. WiUiam Walsh (1663-1708) a wit and man of 

fashion who wrote verses. It was he who adviseđ 
Pope to aim at correctness, and Pope followed his 
ađvice with conspicuous success. 
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13. Garth. Sir Samuel Garth (1661-1,719) an amiable and 

famous ph^sician vvho vvrote a poem called ^The 
T>ispensary* and vvho found time to be kind to others 
besides Pope. 

14. Congreve. William Congreve (1670-1729) the fambus 

dramatist. Pope dedicated his translation of the lliad 
to him. 

Svvift. Jonathan Swift (1667-1745). The most original 
genius of his age, possibly of апу age. Не wrote the 
v\^ll-knovvn (juUiver's T'tavels and played an important 
part in the ^olitics of Qucen Ann(i?s time. 

15. Talbot, Charles Talbot (1660-1718) Duke of Shrewsbury. 

A statesnian who took a great part in the Revolution 
of 1688 and in the acccssion of Georffe I in 1713. Не 
vvas originallv a Wliig, but became^a Тогу, though 
not a Jacobite. 

Somers. John (1651-1716) Lord Somcrs. Another 
great politician who became Dord Chancellor 
in 1697. Не liad been one of the Counsels for the 
vseven Bishops in iheir celebrated trial. 

Sheffield. John Sheffield (1649-1722), who finallv 
becanie Duke of Buckiiighamshire, was a dabbler in 
literature as well as^a statesman. Не wrote an Essay 
on Poetry. 

16. Mitred Rochester. Francis Atterburv (1662-1732) Bishop 

of Rochester. A Bishop wears a special head-dress 
called a mitre. Atterburv was a scholar, a wit and 
a Jacobite. 

17. St. John. Непгу St. John (1678-1751) ViScount Boling- 

brooke, the famous statesman of Queen Anne’s day. 
Не negotiated tlie Treatv of Utrecht and fled abroad 
at the death of Queen Anne to the Pretender. Later 
he returned and was pardoned. 

Dryden. Those mentioned were patrons and followers 
of the great poet Dryden. 

22. Burnets, etc. Gilbert Burnet, Bishop of Salisbury, wrote 
a History of ту own Times ; John 01 dmixon wrote 
a history of England which was popular; Thomas 
Cooke a niore obscure writer had abused Pope. 

25-26. Here Pope is makiiig fun сЛ Addison by imitating 
lines which occur in one otf his poems. 

27. Giidon. Charles Gildon (1665-1724) oa hack writer who 
had attacked Pope. But Pope asserted that Addison 
had rewarded him for so doing which was not true. 

29. Dennis. John Dennis (1657-1734) a critic and play 
writer whom Pope and his friends ridiculed, chiefly 
because he vvas poor and helpless. 
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Liiie 32. 


34 - 


,» 39 - 


„ 40. 


,, 41 - 

„ \ 5 - 


60. 


„ 69. 


Line 4. 

„ 5- 

„ 6 . 


,» 

»» 


15 - 

г6. 


Bedlam. Д lunatic asyluin. 

The Mint. Usually a place wliere топеу is coined- 
Here used for the district in wluch insolvent debtors 
could walk about without being arrested. 

Kissed the rod. Bowed to correction and acknowledged 
that it was just. 

Laurel. Here ‘one sprig of laurel’ nieans ‘one iota 
of genius.* 

Beiitley. Richard Bentley (1662-1742)*^ the fanious 

Camk'idge Scholar. Не was a man of strong and 
masterful temper who loved controversy. Не was 
perhaps the most distinguished am ngst the many 
iiotable meii wlio have lield the office of Master of 
Triitlty. 

Piddliiig Tibbalds. Contemptible Tlieobalds. Lewis- 
Theobald (1688-1744) was not a contemptible niaii at 
all. Не was a sound Shakespereaii scliolar. 

Wight. Fellow. 

The bard, etc. Ambrose Philips (1675 ?-i749), а 
journalist, translator anđ poet, turneđ some Persian 
Tales into English and was said to work for half a 
crown a tale, thougffi that was 110 fault o£ his. Не 
was onc of Addi.son’s circle and hence Pope disliked 
liim. 

Tate. Nahuni Tate (1652-1715) vvas but a feeble poct 

though he helđ the office of Poet Laureate. 

Peace, etc. The lines which follow constitute perhaps 
the bitterest attack in the whole literary history of 
England. Pope is describing Jo^^eph Addison, the 
famous founder of the Spectator, whom he calls 
Atticus. Не was jealous of Addison and suspected 
that Addison hađ enconraged others to atta k bini. 
P'rom all we know of Addison it seems unlikelj’ that 
Pope hađ апу justification for what he wrote. Мапу 
of the biting phrases have become familiar quotations. 

THE UNIVERSAL PRAVER. 

The various names by which Cod was known anfongst 
the Jews, Kie Romans, and the Christians. 

Great ftrst cau^e. God as the creative principle. 

Who, etV. Who hast restricteđ my knowleđge to this. 

And binding, etc. While nature is subject to unchange.^ 
able laws man has free wilL 

This refers to line 14. 

That refers to line 13. 
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Line 20. То епјоу is to obey. If we receive and епјоу gifts of 
God we саггу out His Will. 

,, 25. Let'iiot, etc. Tliis stanza is directed against presunip-. 

tion. We must not judge others. Let us leave tliat 
to God. 

,, 29. If I am right, etc. It is quitc liard enough to do what 

is right and to kecp from doing what is wrong. Let 

that be our business. 

■3 

,, 38. То hide. Charily, we read in the J^w Testainent, 

‘covereth a niultitude of sins.* 

,, 42. Thy. God’s. 


WILLIAM COLLINS (1720—1759). 

Collins was a Sussex nian. Ис wa4 educated at Winchester 
anđ Oxford aiid nublished his fannms Odes in 17^6. Ilc sooii how- 
ever becarne nisane and hence was not nble to fulfil the proniise 
of his earlv vears. Не wrote enougli however to shew that he 
was a trne poet. Ис hreaks awav froin thc forrnal tiaditions 
and has thus been thought to have contributed to the arrival 
of the Romantic movenient. The verses given were writteii 
during the war of Austrian Succesmon. 

SAMUEL JOHNSON (1709—1784). 

Samuel Johnson is, owing to the delightful biography of him 
written by his friend James Boswell, one of the b£st known 
charactcrs in h^nglish literature. Нс \\as horn at Licnfield and 
educated at school there and aftervvards at Oxford. vSoon after- 
wards he wcnt to London atid it is with the streets of literary 
Loiidon -that his name \\ill always be a.ssociated. Ие compiled 
a famous dictionarv of the English Language, wrote a story called 
Rassclas anđ some \'ery intcrest ng Lives of the Poets. Не was 
also .something of a poet himself in thc rather formal stvle of the 
Eighteenth centurv. But he is perhaps most famous on account 
of his conversation with his friends, and about that we learn 
in the Life by EosweIl already nientioned. 

VROM ‘ТНВ: VANITV OF HUMANHVlvSHKS.' 

Line I. Where then, etc. Johnson has feiveii a very striking 
picture of the troubles of life. Wej now have his 
conclusion. Is man to give up the struggle with fate ? 

,, 7 . Inquirer cease. N 0 ! sa^^s Johnson. Man can still 

ргау for some things. 

,, 10. Leave, etc. But he must when he prays say “Thy will 

be done’* and let the higher powers decide what shall 
be granted to him and how much of it. 
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Line 12. The Secret Anibush. Jolinson, like other Christians, 
was a strong believer in the efficacy of ргауег. 
Secret ambush would seem tg mean ‘unseen power.* 
Specious means ‘reasonable’ liere. 

,, 13. His aid. God’s help. 

,, 17. Pour forth, etc. In this aiid the lines which follow 

Johnson, in lines that have been familiar to thousands 
of readers, tells us what we mav r^asonablv ргау for. 

Ferours. Prayers. 

,, 19. Love. Here Johnsoii seenis to allude to the love of 

God. 

,, co. Ti^ansmuted. Changed. Patience can turn what seems 
at hrst sight evil into what is good for us. 

,, 22. Counts death, etc. Л celebrated line. 

ON ТНК DKATH ОК IMR. ROBKRT LKVKT. 

Line I. Hope’s đelusive miite. X characteristic phrase. Johnson 
means that in this life we toil in a mine from which 
we expect much but receive little. 

,, 6. Levet. Robert LeVet was a poor шап who liveđ with 

I)r. Johnson and who practised medicine in a humble 
way amongst the people who could not afford better 
advice in the neighbouring .streets and alleys. 

,, 7. Officious. Неге the word nieans ready to help; generallv 

<. it ineans too ready to help. 

,, 10. Coarsely. Implies merely that, though a kindly man, 

Levet had been brought up in a modest station in life. 

,, т6. Of Art. Of medical science. 

,, 27. Th’eternal Master. God. 

,, 28. The single talent. С/. the note on Milton, Sonnet XVI, 

line 3. 

THOMAS GRAY (1716—1771). 

Grav was, like Milton, a Londoner and was educated at Eton 
and at Ćatnbriđge. Ме was a verv learned tnan and after travelling 
abroad with Ногасе kValpole, son of the great Prime Minister, he 
settled permanently in Cambridge where he became a prolessor. 
Не diđ not wAte much poetrv but what he did wiite was of the 
verv finest quality. His El€gy written in a Country Churchyard is 
perhaps one of the best known poems in the English language. 
That which follow.s has pavssages of great beaiitv especially the 
stanza beginning “Woods that wave o’er Delphi’s Steep.” The 
Ih*ogress of Poesy is called a Pindaric Ode, that term being useđ 
in Gray’s time rather loosely for poems of a stately yet lyrical 
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tiature rather different.in form from the ordinar}^ verse of the. đay. 
Pindar*« Odes were Greek poems written to celebrate victories in 
the competitions at the great festivals where representatives froni 
all Greece were present. Thev were usually sung to the acconi- 
paiiiment of music. 


THE PROGRESS OF POESY. 


Gray usžs some Greek words as a motto which can perhaps 
best be understoc)d if w^ give Dr. Sandvs* trarf^lation of the vv'hole 
passage in w^hich they occur. 

“l'ull тапу a swift arrow have I bencatli minc arm, within 
mv ouiver, many an arrow that is vocal to thc wise: but for the 
c\owd thcy need intcrpretcrs, The true poct he who knoweth 
much by gift of nature, but thev that have onlv learnt the lore of 
song, and are turbulent and intemperate of tongue, like a pair 
of crows, chatter in vain against the god-like bird of Zeus.’* 

The words used by Gray are in italics. 


Ivine I. 

»I 3* 

„ 9 - 

„ 15. 

„ 17 - 


f , 21 
27 

„ 29 

м 36 
„ 37 

48 

.. 53 

„ 59 


„ ба 


ЛЕоИап Lyre. Thc poet is supposed to be singing to 
the sound of a musical instrument. The ^olians 
were the Greeks who settled in Asia Minor. 

Helicon* Л mountdin of Boeotia in Greece sacrcd to 
Apollo. 

Ceres. Goddess of Agriculture. 

Shell. The conch. 

Tliracia. Part of thc Balkan Pcninsula North-Bast of 
Coiistantinople. 

Lord of War. Mars. 

Feathered King. The Kagle. 

Idalia. A citv in the island of Cyprus, sacred to Venus 
the Goddess of Love. 

Cytherea. Another name for Venus. 

Their Queen. Venus. 

Graces. Three goddesses of beauty. 

Miise. There were nine muscs to whom the liberal arts, 
poetry, music, etc., were sacređ. 

lfyperion. The Sun as a ^ivine person. 

Chili. In Chile even we find p^etry. 

Woođ8, etc. But the true home of poetry is Greece, 
of which Gray now gives' a very beautiful description. 

Delphi. The famous anđ sacred citv where the oracle 
was found. It is in Phocis near the Corinthian Gulf. 

llissus. A river of Attica in Greece. 
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Ivine 69. 
», 77 - 

м 82. 

„ 84. 

85. 

„ 86 . 
>» 95 * 

,, iio. 


Moeander. A wandering river of Asia Minor. 

Till, etc. Till tlie Muses when Greece lost her freedom 
left the sacred niountain Parnassus in Greece and 
pass over to Italy. Ivatium is the old name of a part 
of North Italy. 

Aibion. From Italy the Muses pass to Bngland of which 
Albion is an old name. 

Nature*s Darling. Shakespeare. 

Avon. Shakespeare was boni at Stratford-on-Avon in 
\Varwiv.kshire. 

Mighty Mother. Nalure. 

Nor second he, etc. Tliese lines refer to Milton and his^ 
blind* css. 

Thoughts, etc. Perhaps an allusion to Pope. 


OLIVED GOLDSMITH (1728—1774). 

Goldsmilh was born in Ireland wherc his father was a Pro- 
tcstant clergvman. Ile was educatcd at Trinity College, Dublin 
where lie took his degree a уеаг later than Bdmund Burke. After 
some vears of wandering he .settled in London where he was the 
fiiend of Dr. Johnson, Sir Joshua Revnolds and other eminent 
rnen. As a writcr he was distinguished in three distinct depart- 
nients. Не was a poet, a \vriter of plays and a novelist. Whilst 
his poems belong in form to tlie davs of Drvden and I’ope, there 
is a svinpathetic sinipHcity present in them which makes us 
realise that the chaiige which \v6rdsworth and his follower3 
introduced was not far distant. 


ТИЕ TRAVELLKR. 


Line 2. 

,> 3 - 

>> 5- 

» 9 * 

» 12. 

» 49 - 

» 50. 

» З4. 


Or by, etc. The river Scheld mav be described as lazy 
flovving as it does throiigh flat countries icto the 
North Sea; tlie Po’s cour e is in the North of Italy. 

Carinthian boor. A peasant of Carinthia, then a part 
of Austria. 

Campania. A widc malarious plain in Italy, stretching 
away from Rome to the hills. 

Му brother. Goldsmith’s brother Непгу, a clergyman, 
to whom tliis poem is dedicated. 

Earliest frieiid. His brother Непгу. 

Tributary stores combine. Teach me your lesson. 

Creation’s helr. С/. Tennyson’s ‘Т the heir of all the 
ages.” 

Idra’s cliffs. I’erhaps Idra a inountain town in Gorizia 

Arno. A river in North Italv on wliich PTorence stanđs. 
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„ 121. 
„ 133 - 


„ 44- 

f» 150- 

,» 159 - 
„ 181. 

„ 187. 

„ 190. 

„ 196. 

„ 21S. 

„ 232. 
„ 244. 

4 ^ 


»> 253. 

„ 276. 
„ 284. 


„ 2S6. 

„ 296. 
3 ^ 3 - 


235 

Apennine. A chain of mountains running down tlie 
centre of the Italian Peninsula. 

Gelid. Frozen, icy. 

And sqq. In Goldsmith’s time, ltaly was divided into 
a uuii.ber of smali states. Ile contrasts her preseiit 
position with the prosperity which reigned before the 
disco\ery of the Cape route to India, wheti Venice 
and Gtnoa \vere of greater commercial importance 
aud the whole country was more wealthy. 

Plethoric ill. Unhealtliy repletiou. There had been 
strength and iJ*rosperity but it was excessive and un- 
natural and therefore short-livcd. Commerce passed 
iiito othcr chaiinels. 

Pasteboard triiimph, etc. Goldsmith is hinking of the 
religious processions on the one hand and the shows 
of the Carnival 011 the other. 

Caesars. The Romaii Kniperors. 

Costly. Here cxtravagant. Oiie who lives iii a cosllv 
\vay. 

Trolls. То troll is to tow an artificial bait for Bsh 
behind a boat. Here Goldsmith merely means fishes. 

Savage. I 3 ear, though it might be sonic other wild 
aiiimal. 

Platter. The vessels for cating, probably of pewter. 

Languid pause. The quiet interval. The niind is cloved 
w 4 th gross pleasures but has no finer ones to lake 
their place. 

Indurated. Made hard or unfeeling. 

Pipe. Goldsmith used to plav the flute and often in 
his earlv wanderings owed his bed and his supper to 
his musical skill. 

Loire. Л river in tlie centre of France, running West 
into the Бау of Biscav. It is famed for the quiet yet 
roinantic scenerv on its banks. 

Gestic lore. The art ot moving his body, that is of 
dancing. 

Frieze. Woollen cloth of a coarse kind. 

Leans against the land. In some parts of Holland the 
vsea is higher in level than tne land anđ is kept out 
by great dykes. 

Rampire. Rampart. 

His reign. The empire of the ocean. 

Belgic. Goldsmith is thinking of the old Belgoe fromi 
whom some, but fe\v, of the Dutch may be descenđed. 
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Ivine 3ig. 


м 320. 

„ 327 - 
I, 3S1. 


, 392 . 


м 407. 

,, 4II. 

,, 412. 
„ 427 - 


.. 435.* 


436. 


Arcadian. Ideallv beautiful in a rustic sense. Arcadia 
is a niountainous region in the Peloponnesus in 
Greece. 

Hyda8pe8. Now the river Jlieluni in tlie Punjab. 

Pride, etc. Лп oft quoted description of the i8th 
centurj" squires such as Walpole. 

But when, etc. Goldsmith was thinking of the struggles 
for otfice of the various sections ol the Whig party 
duriiig the first half of the i8th ceiiLurv. 

1 fly, l5tc. 1 Му hope lies in ^he nionarchv as opposed to 
the factiou.s political parties 

The Sire decayed. The aged parent. 

Oswtgo. The Oswego River runs into Lake Ontario 
in North Anierica. 

Niagara. The fanious falls. 

In every Government, etc. These lines аге the most 
powerful in the whole poem and are constantly quoted. 
It is to be noted that line 420, as well as lines 429 
to 434 and 437 and 438 are the work of Goldsraith*s 
frieud l)r. Johnson. 

The lifted ахе. Of ^the executioner. 

The agonizing Wheel. Criminals in sonie countries used 
to be tied to a wheel and their boncs broken by blows 
of an iron bar. 

Luke*s Iron Crown. Not Ivuke but George Dosa was 
punished for an insurrection in Hungary in the i6th 

' centurv by having a red liot ciown placed upon his 
head. Daniien was a niaii who attenipted to 
a.ssassinate Ivouis XV of France aiid was put to death 
Avith fearful tortures. The bed of steel is perhaps 
the rack, perhaps the franiework to W'hich he was 
fastened. 


nOBERT BURNS (1759—1796). 

Bunis was the greatest Ivric poet that Scotland has prođuced. 
His life was short, troubled and obscure, aiid he was not without 
faults as he has franklv adniitted. 

What’s dohe we partlv шау compute, 

But not wh 4 t is resisted. 

Не vrote sonie of the fiiie.st songs in the language and at the 
sanie time he preacheđ the gospel of manly inđepenđence. His 
iđeas of love are not those which those who live in Tnđia vill 
understand, but as thev are expressed in very passionate and 
l>cautiful verse some examples of liis songs will be found here. 
They express the deepest feelings of the Scottish people, anđ at 
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the same time, tliev reach the highest level of artistic perfectio« 
Ihat national poetrv can attain to. And the beautv of these poenis 
is enhaiiced by the naturalness and absence of effort which evcr^' 
line displavs. ' The stuđent niust not be afraid of the dialect, for 
Burns who was a pnor excise officer in the South West of Scotland 
^vrote in the tongue that was spoken around him. 

IS TITKRK I< 4 )R HONKST 1Ч)\’КК»ГУ. 

Line 4. A’that. ЛИ that. 

,, 8. Gowd. Gold. 

,, 10. Hoddeti. Coar.se cloth made of \vool. 

,, II. Gi’e. Give. 

,, 17. Birkie. Kellow who gives hiniself airs. 

Ca’d. Called. 

,, 20. Coof. A sillv fellow. 

,, 22. Riband. Order, decoration. 

,, 27. Abooii. Above. 

,, 28. Maunna fa’. Must not try. 

,, 36. Gree. llere, the \ictory. 

HIGIILAND ]MARY. 

Tliis рсЈсш was written to commeniorate the ])arting of thc 
poet \vith ^Iary Campbcll, who \vas to have been his \vife, in 
1786. She died ho\vever the saine уеаг. 

Line 4. Driimlie. Thick, dirt}, muddy. 

,, 5. Simmer. Summer. 

,, 9. Birk. The bircli tree. 

„ 18. Fu’. Full. 

OF A’THK AIRTS TIIK WrND CA^S BLAW. 

Written to his wife whose name was originally Jean Armour. 
Line I. A’the airts. All the directions. 

,, 4. Lo’e. Love. 

„ 5. Row. Roll along. 

„ 14 . Shaw. A little wood between the hilfs 
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AB FOND KISS. 

This passionate and beautiful love song was written in 1791. 
It contains, it has bcen saiđ, a whole romance in its few tragic 
lines. 

Line I. Ae. One. 

Jvines 13-16. These are the most famous lines perhaps that Burns 
wrote. Вугоп cjuotes theni as a motto ior the Bride of 
Abydo(t.. 

Line 19. Ilka. Kverv. 

t,WILLIAM COWPER (1731—1800). 

Cowper, born in Hertfordshire, Avas educated like Warren 
Ilastings at Westminster. His graiid alher was Lord Chancellor 
and he was naturally intended for the law. His mind however 
earW shewed traces o£ weakness. Не passed a peaceful retired life, 
broken by intervals of insanitv, cliicliv in the country. Не 
translated Homcr and wrote much charming verse; as a detter 
writer he was iii the first rank. JoJui (ulpin, the most popular 
of his pocnis, is in the pleasaiitest vein of humour. 

JOHN GILPIN. 

Line 3. A train band Captain. A Captain of the corps of 
citizen soldiers of London. 

Eke. Also. 

,, 5 . Spouse. Wifc. 

,, II. The Bell. The iiame of a country Inn. 

Edmonton. A village in John Gilpin’s dav quite outside 
London. 

,, 12. Chaise. A hired carriage. 

,, 21. Linendraper. Seller of linen. 

,, 23. Calender. One who prcssed and finished cloth for sale. 

„ 39. Agog. Ready. 

,, 44. Cheapside. An old and famous Street in London. 

,, 59. Betty. The‘ name of the maid-servant. 

,, 64. Exercise. Drill with the train bands. 

,, 97. Neck at iiaught. Neck or nothing. As hard as he could. 

„ 98. Wig. All men of the middle and upper classes wore 

wigs at this time. 

,, 99. Rig. Fashion or appearance. 

,, 119. Turnpike men. The men who kept the tumpikes ог 
gat^s on the roads where one had to рау to pass 
through. Tlie топеу kept the road.s in ordcr. 
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1чше 128. 
,, 133 - 

» 135. 

>, 150 - 
„ 152. 
„ 172. 
„ 178. 

„ 230. 

„ 236. 
„ 237 - 
>> 243 - 


Basted. То 'baste is to pour gravy over roasting meat. 
Меггу Islington. Islington was tlien a suburb, o£ 
Ivondon. Now it is a part of I^ondon itself. 

The Wash. A place л\ћеге a stream raii over the road. 
Таггу. Wait. 

\Vare. A country town near Ivondon. 

Gutee. Fashiou, or way. 

Pin. Mood, 1 штоиг. 

Po8t«boy. Tlie i)ost-boy rode one of the two horscs 
tliat pulled the cliaise. 

Hue and сгу. Outcry, shouting after^criminals. 
Highway man. A robber on the jniblic roads. 

Tolbmen. Another nanie for llie meii vvho callcoted the 
tolls at tlie toll bar gates 011 the turnpike roads. 


IvIGHT SHINING OUT OF DARKNESS. 

Eine 9. Saints. Herc believcas iu God aiid in the divine 
direction of the world. 

„ 10. Clouds. Troubles which we fear will corae. 

,, 22. His work. The work of God. God rules the uiiiverse 

for our good and Не will make the fact clear to us 
in time. 


SAMUEL TAVLOR COLERIDGE (1772—1835). 

Coleridge was a Dev'onshire niaii aiid vvas educated at Christ^s 
Hospital and Jesus College, Canibridge. Не was an extraordinary 
hoy and man; very ill adapted for life’s battles, but learned, 
philosophical, and one of England’s greatest poets. Не was a 
friend of Wordsworth and joined with him in the famous Lyrical 
Ballads which appeared in 1798. It was in that collectioii that 
the vvonderful poem, The Ancient MarUier appeared. It des- 
cribes the adventures of a sailor in the oldeii times and contains 
гаапу passages of very great beauty. Coieridge had a remarkably 
fitie ear for the music of words and that made Jiim a very sound 
critic of his own as well as of other people’s poetry. 


THE ANCIENT MARINER. 


Line 9. Не holds. The Ancient Mariner holds. 
„ it. Eftsoons. An old worđ for ‘at once*. 
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Line 21. 
„ 23. 

32. 
д6. 
„ 46. 

.s.'i. 
„ .s6. 

,» 5/ • 

,, 64. 

„ 7 ^- 

n 79- 
,, Si. 

,, qS. 
,» 133 - 

», 152. 
,» 163- 

,, 17S. 
,, 184. 

,, 194- 


„ 254 - 

,» 302. 
», 312. 
„ 34 - 

„ 319. 
„ 325- 

„ 362. 
„ 394 - 
„ 399- 
„ 470 - 

„ 489. 


Cheeređ. Clieered by tlie people 011 shore as she left 
Kirk, Church. Here the Church Tower. 

Bassoon. Л large brass musical wind instrument. 
Minstrels^. The band of niusicians. 

As who. As one who. 

Ciifts. Cliffs. 

Sheen. Л kind of transfused brightncss.'' 

ЛУе ken. We know. 

Like noises, etc. Like noises one hears when one is 
Tn a swoon. 

VespcfiS. Kvenings. Vespers is the name of the 
evening service in the Church. 

God save thee. This is said 4)y the vvcddiug guest. 
With my cross bow. This is said by the Ancient 
Mariiier. 

The sun, etc. Tlie ship vvas now sailing North. 

Uprist. ‘Rose up’, an old form. 

Nine fathom, etc. Nine fathoms bclow the surface of 
the sea. ' 

Wi8t. Kncw. 

Agape. With open niouths. 

Heaven’s mother. The blessed Virgin, Mother of Jesus 
Christ. 

Gossamers. Gossamer is a spider’s vveb. The sails 
seemed niere tlireads. 

Who thicks, etc. Kreezcs men to death. 

Like the Whiz, etc. Не means like the whiz of the 
bolt from his crovss bovv. 

Reek. Sniell. 

Dank. Wet, soakeđ. 

Sere. Dry. 

Sheen. Shone. 

Sedge. RecJs by the vvater. 

Jag. Л ragg^ edge. 

Jargonfng. Making various sounds. 

I have not, etc. I will not sav. 

Ву him who died on Cross. Ву Christ. 

O let me, etc. Не can hardlv believe that he is at 
honie again. 

Но1у rood. The Cross on wdiich Christ suffeređ. 
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Line 490. 
„ 491 * 

)» 507- 

м 512. 
» 520. 


„ 524. 

м 533. 
„ 535* 

»» 536. 
», 559- 

„ 565. 


Seraph-man. Лп angel. 

Corse. Corpse, body. 

The đead men, etc, Even the preseiice of the deađ 
men could not take away niv јоу. 

Shrieve. Shrive, that is hear niy confession of sin and 
give me abvsolution. 

Plump. Means fat and .soft; we exp€ct luxury but find 
thaf the cushion on which the w’orthy hermit kneebs 
is merely the jnoss 011 a stunip. ^ 

Why this, etc. The talk of the шеп in the boat. 

Lag. Literallv to linger. 

Ivy.tod. Ivy bush. Ivy is an ever^een clinibing 
plant with large leaves. 

Owlet. Sniall owl. 

Telling. ‘Echoing* here. 

Go. Here means ‘lives*. Tlie boy went iiiad and hađ 
remained so. 


WILLIAM WORDSWORTH (1770—1850). 

It шау l)e ^aid of Wordsworth that he w'as borii 011 the lap 
of Nature and gre\N^ up under Nature's most ennobling influences. 
Нс delighted in inaking long walking tours in the Scottish Higl> 
lands and the pcople who most appcaled to hiin were Ihe simplc 
folk vv'honi he met m those places, so reniote from towns. Thev 
made him tbink deeply 011 the essential beautv anck nobility of 
human life lived in close contact with Nature. After taking his 
degree at Cambridge, he resided for a vear in France—attracteđ 
bv the^ideals of the French Revolution, But his liigh hopes for 
mankind w’ere dashed to the ground \vhen he saw the excesses 
which followed the Revolution. Не reinained a recluse, more or 
less, though, from his retreat, he watched public events and 
occasion.4lly expiessed his vievv’s 011 them in writing. 

Wordsworth stands pre-eminent among English poets not only 
bv the bigh quality of his best poetrv but also by the fact that 
he \vas the accepted leader in turning back linglish poetry froni 
the unpoetic subjects and prosaic spirit of the iSth century poets. 
When he is not dealing with very grave sr^ijects or indulging in 
philosophic reflection, his poetrv often ^as a goldeii simplicitv 
and a freshness aiid charm such as can go only with the highest 
poetic work. Не belonged to the great group (Т Romantic Poets 
which also included Coleridge, Scott, Вугоп, Shelley, and Keats. 
But his power lav not so much in dealing with remote anđ 
unfamiliar subjectš as in revealing the beauty and wonder that 
lie hidden in common things and common people. Thus it was 
that he helped to reawaken wonder which was the distinctive 
work of the Romantic School of poets. 

Г 
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THERE WAS A ROY. 

The росш illustrates viviđlv how the inipressions receiveđ 
froni Nature шау siiik (leeply in maii’s mind. This living 

presentation of Nature was Wordsworth*s great contribution to 
English poctry. Nature appealed to Wordsworth*s moral sense, 
to Kcats’s seiise of beauty, to Shelley’s passioii for fieedom. 

E’’ic 2. Winander. Lake Winderniere oii the borders of 

Westmoreland and Lancashire. 

Lines 14-16. Stfeams.din. The liiies are full of varied 

sound and alniost echo the jocund din of the 

hooting. 

,, 18-21. '*'hen, sometimes.torrents. These lines, with tlieir 

suhdiied cjiiietness, forni a striking contrast to 

the preceding oneh. Thev sliould be read slowly, 
with pauscs. 

Line 26. This boy was taken. etc. Wordsworth tells us that 
the boy was onc Williani Raincock whom he knew. 
l'ut the experiences of Wordsworth’s owii bovhood 
must have been not unlike those of the lx)y iii 
the роеш. 

THl^ vSOLITARV RKAPER. 

Л charniing bit of romantic musing .started by the impressioii 
made 011 thc poct’s miiid bv the lonehncss of the reaper and the 
iouch of melancholv in her song. In reading the poem stress the 
words ‘single' (i) *‘geutly’ (4) ‘alone* (5) ‘melancholy* (6) and 
‘v\hat’ {17). 

Linc 16. Fartliest Hebrides. The Hebrides are a cluster ol 
islands in the north-west of Scotland. ‘Farthest' 
suggcsts a vague idea of remoteness. 

,, 17. What she sings. The poet is still under the spell of 

her song. 


THE DAFFODILS. 

In these melodious lines tlie poet tells us how, in liis lonely 
vvaiiđeriiigs, he suddenly found the joyous companionship of the 
daffodils. 

Liiie 18 . What wealth.. . .,. brought, Namely, as the poet goes 
011 to tell us, a store of recollected cnjo^ment. 

WRITTEN IN LONDON, SEPTEMBER, 1802. 

The Sonnet was wntten after the j^oet’s return from France 
in 1802 , where he had seen the devastation caused by the Frencli 
Revolution. The ‘emptv parade* of city life jarred upon him 
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Не wrote the poem in d mood of depression. But his noble rebuke 
is well wortb atteiition at all tiiiies and iii all countries. 

Two pictures are liere—that of a societv which is satisfied 
with the external things of life, such as wealth can buy, which 
is ruled by greed and extravagance and vvhich finds its reward 
in the envy of otliers; and that of a society which thinks less 
of making a show, which draws freshness and strength froiu 
Nature and froiii the vv'isdom of the past; which loves peace and 
which is saved from recklessness by following the dictates of 
religioii. 


ODH ТО DUTV. 

This noble роеш is built round the followin.; ideas : — 

(1) Maii шау act eitlier from his ovvn getiial iinpulse or in 
obediencc lo an exlenial law of conduct revealed by 
the coiivSCience as a divine mandate. This law is thc 
law of duty. 

So long as man is yet iincorrupted, his inipulse шау be 
a safe guide. As he begins to lo.Se confidence ш him- 
seU' he seeks the guidaiue and support of duty. 

(3) The .sanie divine law that pre.serves oider ш the phvsical 




vvorld, in another asptct, pre.serves (U'der ш the inoral 
world, the vvoild of conduct. 

Iviiic 

I. 

Daughter of the Voice of God, Dutv is divine 
conimaiid or, rather, the echo of that comniand 
in the conscience. 

Ifines 

3 - 4 - 

Guide, check, reprove. The three functions of thc 

con.science. ^ 

Jvine 

37 - 

Ме this unchartered freedom tires. rreedom of action 
unhmited by апу guiding rule makes the respor.si- 
bilitv too heav}’' to bear. 

>} 

42. 

The Godhead’s most benignant grace. Referring to 
the coinforting sense of divnie approval. 


J/ines 45-46. FIowers.treads. The sense that one is going 

to do one’s dutv is a satisfaction iii itself and the 
seiise that duty has been done is a deeper 
satisfaction. 

SHE W\S A PHANTOM ОГ DETJGHT. 

The perfect wife is at the vsame tinie a queeu of romaiice, a 
helpmate in the đaily jovs and sorrows of home and a spiritual 
companion or tvviii-soul. These three aspects of her character are 
perceived one after another but iii their niingling consists the 
perfection of vvomanhood. 

Ivine 10 . То haunt, to startie, and waylay. These words ех- 
press, somewhat too stroiigly, the first shock of 
love while still uncomprehended. 
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Line 16 . Sueet records, promigeg as 8 weet. The iiiipreSvS of & 
happv patit which is also tlic assuraiice of a happy 
. future. 

„ 18. Human nature *8 daily food. That which a man wants 

from đay to dav. 

„ 22. The very pulse of the machine. This line is a sađ 

flaw in the poem. 


REVERIK OF POOR vSUSAN. 

Susan lias come to Tvondon from her home in the country to 
earn her liviniii:. ^One morning, amid the crovvded streets of the 
city, the song of a thrush reminds her of Ihe home she has left; 
and for a moment she stands dreaming ot the past. The crowded 
vstreets of London fade froni her eves and the happv scenes of her 
childhood slo\vly pass hefore her vision. 

Liiie 5. Ails her. Affects her. Note the drainatic cffect of the 
qucstion. 

„ 6 . Mountalns ascending. Visionarv scenes of her home 

in thc country. 

Lines 7-8. Lothbury...Cheapside. The busv quarter of the 

citv vvhere she is standing. 


. vSTKPPING \VKvSrWARD. 

Тћс poet aiid his sister vvere ont vvalking in the Scottish 
Highlands. Л girl whom they met accosted them with the 
question ‘Лге voii stepping Westward which in the local dialect 
is said to mean ‘Are vou going far The vvestern skv was at the 
time aglovv with the settiiig sun and the thought of a јоигпеу 
‘westward’ vvhich the question seemed to suggest pleased his 
fancy as the kindlv tone of interest touched liis heart. Such 
was the germ of this beautiful poem. 

Line 2. Wildish. Strange, advcnturous 

,, 24. Human 8 weetpe 88 Л sense of assurance arising froin 

kindlv human interest and hospitalitv. 


SHE DWKLT AMONG THR UNTRODDEN WAYS. 

The sweetness of the girl ie đue entirely to her association 
vvith Nature. The simplicity of the language is in perfect harmonv 
with the subject. Note also the restraint with which the poet 
ex*presses liis love\ 
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SIR WALTER SCOTT (1771—1832). 

Scott was a good and warm-hearted man. Не is best known 
as the writer of the Waverly Novels but he began as a poet •and 
has left behind poetic work which, though not verv deep or 
spiritual, makes verv pleasant reading. Unlike Tennvson in later 
times Scott was fond of unchecked flow rather than careful 
workmanship, and unlike Browning he was a painter of actioii 
rather than j painter of the soul. He w'as a great story-teller, 
1 >oth in poetry aiid in prose, and his character is reflected in thc 
freshiiess and clearness* of his writings. Het loved the life of 
romantic adventure that is associated with the knights of the 
miđdle ages and tried to picture it in vivid colours. 


SOUND, SOUND ТНК CUARION. 

Four characteristic lines of Scott. They sound like a rousing 
trunipet-blast. 


BRIGNAL BANKS. 


The outlaw’ tries to undeceive the maiden as to his real 
character but she is blinded b}^ love. She will not give up her 
<iream. 


Uine 4. 


17 - 


„ 27. 

41 - 
„ 43- 


„ 46. 

м 47- 

», 48 

51 


Siimmer Queen. That is Queen of Мау. As a part of 
the festivities with which the spring was ushered in 
on the first day of Мау, the faircst girl in the 
village was crovvned with flowers as Queen of Мау. 

rd rather rove, etc. She prefers to wander in sweet 
forest solitudes with her love. 

That riddle read. Маке out from my hint the real 
trutli about the life I lead. 

Yet. This w’ord should be stressed in reading. 

Ranger. A keeper of the king’s forest. 

N 0 more. Implying that he was once in the arniy. 

When the beetle.hum. Compare Shakespeare’s 

lines— 

The shard-borne bectle wjth his drowsy hums 
Hath rung nighUs yawi|iing peal. 

Macbeth III. 2 

Maiden a nameless life, etc. Note the touch of 
nielancholy in this stanza. 

Mickle. Much. 

Му Queen of Мау. ‘Му’ is emphatic. 

The flend.mead. Jack 0’ the Lantern. 
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COUNTV GUY. 

This pretty song is very popular. It is a serenade sung by 
a niaiden waiting for lier lover. The hour of meeting is come: 
all nature shows it. But where is County Guy ? 

County. Count. 


ТНВ LAST MINSTREL. 

We have here a moving picture of an aged minstrel, Ihe 
last survivor of liis race. The minstrels were wandering bards 
who went from castle to castle and sang in rude but spirited, 
and often improvised, verse of the great deeds of the noble 
chief and of ancestors. They were everywhere received 

hospitably and rewarded for their services. The changed condi- 
tions of societ}' which form the background of the picture to- 
gether with his age and loneliness tonch with pathos the figure of 
the last minstrel. 


Line 20 . A stranger. William III. 

,, 21 . The bigots of the iron time. The Puritans of the tinie 

of the Commonwealth. 

,, 22 . Crime. Referring to the ordinance passed in the time 

of Cromwell (1656) оу which minstrels were classed 
with rogues, vagabonđs anđ sturdy beggars and 
were forbidden to play or sing in inns, alehouses or 
taverns. 


, 32. Embattled, vSurmounted by battlements. 

, 33. Grate. Portcullis. 

, 37. The Duchess. Anne. thc first DuchCvSs of Buccleuch 

and of Mon^nouth, widow of Janies, Duke ot 
Monmouth, beheaded in 1685 after his unsuccessful 
rebellion against James 11 . 

, 40. Earl Francis. Father of the Duchess. 

, 50. Walfer. Grand-fatlier of the Duchess. 

, 62. Room of State. The hall or assembly room of the 

castle. 

, 73. According gfee, Joyous and harmonious note. 

, 80. King Charles,«^ the goođ. King Charles I, so called for 

his sad fate<. 

, 81. ffofyrood<. The king*s palace at Bdlnburgh. 


PROUD MAISIB. 

*Proud* is emphatic and .strikes the kevnote of the poem. 
The poet presents a maiden in the pride of her youth and beautv 
and full of romantic fancies—not suspecting that death is near 
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at hand. Note the siniplicitv and directness of the draniatic 
manner of presentation. 

Line I. Maisie. Scottish form of *Магу.* 

,, 7. Braw. Fine-looking. 

ROBERT SOUTHEV (1774—1843). 

Southev wai> a voluniinous writct in prose and verse but 
poetry was not his chief delight. 

ТНК vSCHOKAR. 

There is 110 high poetic qualitv in these lines. Their saving 
grace is the spirit of sinceritv that pervades them. In these 

words, so full of feeling, the poet spcaks of his own studious 
life, its joys aiid its rew’ards. 

Ivine I. The dead. That is thc imniortal dead; fanious authors. 

,, 2. Aroimd.behold. The lines w’ere “written in his 

library.“ 

,, 6. Converse. Coninuine. Сошрагс KeaCs poem “Bards of 

Passion and of Mirth.” 

WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR (1775—18C4). 

Landor W'as pre-eminent as a writer of imaginative prose. Нс 
inibibed the classical culture of his time at Rugby and Oxford 
and by temperanient he was mort; an old Romah than an 

l'^nglishman. For twenty years he resided in Italy. \Vhether in 
Italv or in Kngland, where he settled on his retuni, he took 
little iilferest in what was going 011 around him but remained 

aloof living in “a past w'orld of heroic thought.” The two short 

poems selected here are niarked by grace, clearness and perfec- 
tion of forni and both are conceived and wTitten in the old 
classical manner. 

ROvSK AVKMKR. 

Line 1 . What avails, etc. Bccause they could not save her 

from death. 

The sceptered гасе. The noble descent. Rose Aylnier 
vvas a daughter of the fourth Baroa of Аућпег. 

ON HIMSEIvF. 

Line I. I strove with none .strife. Note the spirit of 

haughtv aloofness. This was the atti^ude that 
Landor maintained throughout his life. 
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Line 3. I warmed both hands, etc. Ivife is conipared to a sort 
of camp fire at which one warms himself for a time 
before the coldness of death comes. 

JOSEPH BLANCO WHITE (1775—1841). 

Blanco \Vhile was-born in Spain but came to England in 1810 
and rcsiđed for sometime at Oxford. Не wrote some poetrv of 
which the sonnet here selected is the best known. 

ТО NIGHT. 

One of the most splendid night pieces in Knglish literature. 
The rcvealin^f powers of night suggest to the poet\s mind the 
possible revealing powers of death. Daylight, while Showing eveii 
niinute objects, conceals the grandest part of creation, the starrv 
W’Oild. So earthlv life thrusts into notice what is trivial but blinds 
us to the sublime realities of eternal life. 

Lines 3-4. Did he not.blue. Did not Adam feel afraid 

that the beautiful day with all the splendour of its 
biight blue over-arching sky once goiie niight never 
returii ? 

Line 7. Hesperus. The evening star. 

,, 8. Wldened. Revealed itself in its vastness. 

THOMAS CAMPBELL (1777—1844). 

Campbell was a Scotchnian. Не was a popular poet in his 
day though the new notes of romantic poetry are not distinctly 
heard in his work. Не has been rather forgotten at the present 
time but his war pieces, of which The Battle of the ВаШс is the 
best, are sure to live. 

THE BATTLE OF ТНК BALTIC. 

A battle piece full of martial vigour and patriotic feeling. It 
picsents the successive phases of the Battle of the Baltic, a sea- 
light which took place off Copenhagen 011 April 2, 1801, Sir Hyde 
Parker and Nelson defeating the Danish fleet. 

t 

Line 8 The Prince.t The Crown Prince of Denmark. 

,, 10 . Leviathans. The battle ships are compared to huge 

monsters of the deep. In the English Bible the 
word is used for the whale. Cf. Milton’s Paradise 
Lost I, 201. 

,, 26. Hurricane eclipse. As the sun is obscured by a 

violent storm. 

„ 63. Elsinore. A Danish seaport. 
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l/ine 67. Riou. Wlio. commanded the smaller vessels under 
Nelsou. 

70. Merniaid*8 song. The introduction of this classical 
convention mars the impression of reality that« the 
poem gives. 

THOMAS MOORE (1779—1852). 

Moore wls a warm-hearted Irishman. Не was a good siiiger 
and had a true lyric Не came to Lfindon in 1799 and 

became popular in fashionable societv. The shallowness aiid 
tawdriness that we find in some of the work of Moore are iiot 
fonnd in the poem selected here which is full of deep and genuine 
fctling for his college friend Robert Kmmet. 

PRO PATRIA MORI. 

Robert Knimet vvas an Irish patriot with a noble gift of 
oratorv. On his return from France, after interviewing Nanoleon 
in 1802, he headed an unsuccessful patriotic rising in Dublin. In 
this rising his follo^ers committed such crimes of violence that 
hc fled broken-hearted but was arrested when on a visit to the 
girl he loved aiid was execute(k in September 1803. 

Title Рго Patrla Mori —part of a famous line It'om 
Hoiace,—“Dulce et decoruni est pro patria niori,” it 
is sweet and honourable to die for the fathcrland. 

Line I. Thee. Addressing his fatherland, Ireland. 

Name. Meniorv. 

„ 3. Thou. Kmphatic. Whatever his enemies mav sav the 

tears of his countrv will wash off all reproach. 


ALLAN CUNNINGHAM (1784—1842). 

Cunningham as a poet is remembered chieflv for this rollicking 
■sea-song, the finest in Knglish literature. 


A WKT SHKKT AND Л FKOWING SKA. 

Line I. Sheet. Collectively used j^r"* the ropes by which the 
sails are handled. 

Flowing sea. Waves that rise high. 

,, 8. Lee. The side sheltered from the wind. 

,, 10. Falr one. Some lady among the passengers. 

„ 14 . Tight. That is, water-tight. 

„ 17. In the horned moon. Indicated by the crescent moon 
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GEORGE GOUDON NOEL, LORD BYRON (1788—1824). 

Bvron vvas for a time lionised and tlien cruelly ill-used by 
his <X)untrymen and both were bad for his passionate and sensitive 
natiire. in iSi6, after separat^on from hie wife, he left Knglanđ 
never to return. Не had begun to write poetrv as a boy and 
soon gave evidence of his powers of satire and of elastic expressive- 
ness of style. Не brought into Bnglish poetry “titanic** passion. 
His love of freedom was as great as Shelley’s but it was enriched 
by a sense ot the march of liistory. Не is at his grandest when 
he writes in a inor'd of lofty nieditation while the panorama of 
history passes slowly before his vision То him the lighter graces 
and niore delicato touches of poetry did not come so easily as a 
niajestic svveep of iniagiiiation sustained by an adequate style. 


VENICB. 

(From Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage, Canto IV.) 

Line I. I stood in Venice, etc, Venice when Вугоп visiteđ 
it, was decayed, but he is looking at it with 
the visionary еуе of history. 

On the Bridge of Sighs. A faraous bridge of Venice 
leading from the Doge’s palace to the state prison, 
so called because condemned prisoners were conduct- 
cd over it from the judgmcnt hall to the ]»lace of 
e.\ecutioii. Venice is built on more than a hundred 
islands at thc liead of the Adriatic. The canals, 
which are spanned by many bridges аге the streets- 
of Venice aiid the pretty gondolas are the cabs. 

„ 4. As from the stroke. etc. The spires and cupolas of 

Venice rose in dreani-like beauty. 

,, 6. A dying glory smiles. The brilliant past of Venicc 

which sweeps across the тетогу is compared to a 
bright light that slowly fades away. 

Lines 7-8. Мапу a subject.piles. Venice’s subjects on the 

Dalmatian coast aiid in the islaiid of Crete were 
under the Doge near whose palace stood the winged 
lion of St. Mark the emblem of the power of the 
state. St. Магк was the patron saint of Venice. 

Line 10. Like a sea Cybele. Cybele, the great Phrygian goddess 
was represented as wearing a mural crown. Venicc 
was seen rising from the sea like a sea-goddess but 
she wore a crown of beautiful palaces. 

,, 13. Their powers. The minor water deities, perhaps sym- 

bolising here the power acquired by Venice as she 
rose to maritime greatness. 
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Ivines 15-16. The e^haustless Hast poured on her lap, etc. Before 
the discovery of the Cape route to Asia, Venice, 011 
account of her position, coniinanded the commerce 
carried on with the rich eastern countries. Comp% 
Wordsworth\s liiie ^‘held the gorj>eous Kast in fee.’* 

Line 19. Tasso’s echoes are no more, Tas.so was a famous 
Italian poet of the i6th centurv aiid was so popular 
that even the gondoliers, it is saiđ, recited his 
vei\>es as thcv rowed tlieir hoats. 

,, 27. The revel.n-as^ue of Italy. The i)%ice which drew 

pleasure seekers from all parts of Europe to its 
masked revelrv. 

Lincs Л8-Л9. Unto .. in story. То Knglishnicn, lo^^rs of Sliakes- 
peare and Otvvav, who laid thc scenes of some of 
their dramas in Venice, the city has poetic associa- 
tions as well as historical. 

Shadow8. Of the great Doges of Venice. 

Dogeless City. With the loss of Venice’s freedom has 
gone the Doge, the Duke or chief officer of the 
Repuldic. 

Ours is a trophy. etc^ The Doges of history have 
beconie dini shadows but the persons created by 
poetic imagination, like vShvlock of the Merchant 
of Venice, Othello of the plav nanied after him and 
Pierre of Venice Preserveđ, together with their 
associates, wi]l reniain ever fresh and living in the 
тешогу. 

Rialto. Л fanious bridge over the Grand Canal of 
Veiiice. 

,, 57. The spouseless Adriatic mourns her lord. Once everv 

уеаг the Doere went out in the state galley, thc 
Bucentaur, and, with many ceremonies, dropped a 
ring into tlie Ađriatic, thus wedding the sea, as it 
were, in token of Venice’s raaritime supreraacy. 
Read Wordsworth’s Sonnet “On the Extinction of 
the Venetian Republic.” 

,, 43. Place where an Emperor sued. P'rederick Barbarossa, 

Duke of Suavia and head of the Но 1 у Roman 
B'mpire, as the revived Westerh Roman Erapire came 
to be called. In the const^nt guarrels between the 
Eraperors and the Popes that marked the history of 
the HoIy Romaii Erapire the Eniperor hađ often to 
acknowledge the supreniacy of the Pope. But never 
was Emperor so abased as when P'rederick made his 
submission to Pope .\lexander III in Venice in front 
of the Church of St. Mark laving asiđe his roval 
robes and prostrating himself at the Pope’s feet. 


Line 30. 
„ 31 * 

.. 32. 

М 33. 
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Jvim* 46. Now the Austrian reigns. As Venice was given to 
Austria at the parcelling out of ICurope by Napolean 
in 1S15. 

Lines 49-51. Nations melt.while. A splenđid metaphor from 

an avalanche. Prosperitv softens the hardihood of a 
nation and makes it fall. ‘Lawine’ is a German word 
for an avalanche. 

,, 53-54. O for one hour.foe. In 1204. during the fourth 

crusade, Ilenrv Dondalo, Doge ot’ Veiiice, said to 
h^^ve been more than ninetv years ot age at the 
time and blind, led in person an attack on Byzantium 
(Constantinople). Bvron wishes for a return of 
those stirring times. 

THP: CASTlvR OF CHILLON. 

The Cnstle of Chillon stands at the eastern extreinity of Lake 

Geneva in Swit2erland. It was formerlv used as a state prison. 

Line 1. Eternal Spirit of the chainless Mind. The body can be 
chained but the mind is free by nature. 

,, 13. Bonnivard. A Swiss patriot of the i6th century who 

suffered for resi^ting the tyranny of the Duke of 
Savoy. Не was iniprisoned for two years and 
then released. But as he persisted in opposing the 
Duke he was again arrested and imprisoned and for 
four vears he was shut up in an underground cell. 
Read Byron’s fanious poeni Tlie Ptisoiief of Chillon, 


PERCY BVSSHE SHELLEV (1792—1822). 

Shellev, like Bvron and Landcr, came from the upper classes 
of society. Не was a born Ivric poet if ever there was one and 
he carried his incurably poetic di.sposition to the practical affairs 
of life with the result that he did not niake of it much of a 
success. Rven in his writings his meaning is often “hidden in 
the light” of his irridescent fancy. His diffuseness and his in- 
ability to hold fast to definite images are seen in some of the 
poems selected here; but so are his etherial iniagination, his 
pure melody aiid the intriusic nobility of his nature. From 18iS 
Shelley lived in varioiis places in Italy, till his death by drowning 
in the gulf of Spezia oif July 8, 1822. 

ТО A SKVLARK. 

Line 2, Wert. Couldst be. 

„ 5. Unpremeditated. A big word beautifully balanced on 

the stream of melody. 





NOTES 


255 


Ivine S. Cloud of flre. \ speck of briglit clond (lit iip bv Ihc 
rays of tlie sun); ог, perliaps, a burst of flanie. 

„ 12. Sunken 8 un. Yet unrisen sun. 

„ 15. Like an unbodied јоу .began. Like a happv soul' 

not vet imprisoned in (or just released froni) a 
material body. Race —fresh career. 

Ivines 21-22. The^ arrow 8 .sphere. The rays of the moon. 

‘Artovvs* is suggestive of the huntress Diana, one 
form of the rioon goddess. 

Ivine 33. Rainbow clouds. Clouds studded with the rainbow. 

Lines 36-37. Like a poet.thought. Like a poet who presents 

his ideas from behind his glittering falicies. 

Line 41. Like a high born maiden, etc. Note hovv simile comes 
sfter simile struck off bv the glowing imagination of 
the poet, some of Ihem vague and impalpable, but 
all of them beautiful. 


„ 49. Aerial hue. Blue light. 

„ 51 . Like a rose embowered, etc. The rose is repre^ented as 

a beautiful maiden in her l)ower wooed by the winds. 

,, 5 s. fleavy.winged thieves. t'hc winds drooping vvith thc 

sweet ))urden of the perfume. 

,, 58. Rain>awakened. Freshened by the raiii. 

„ 66. Chorus hymenial. Nuptial .songs, ГТушеп being the god 

of niarriage. 

,, 67. Triumphal chant. Songs in praise of the vlctor. 

,, 69. I:mpty vaiint. .\ hollow parade. 

,, 71. Fountains. Sources of inspiration. 

,, 8л. Thou of death must deem, etc. Your intuitions about 

death must be deeper and truer than man*s, for to 
Jiim deatli is aii overshadowing mystery. 

,, 86. We look before and after. We think of what was in 

the past but is not, and we think of what is now 

but may not be iii the future. 

,, 90. Sweetest songs. Tho.se that most touch our liearts, 

because they harmonise with oar own experietice. 

„ 103 . Harmonious madness. Ecstatic^strains of јоу. 


OZVMANDIAS OF EGYPT. 

The subject of this sonnet is that earthly greatness and tlie 
pride that goes with it—both pass away. Both the name aiid the 
inscription were invented by Shelley. 
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ODK ТО ГПЦ WEST WIND. 

This magnificent poem was “conceived and chiefly writt€n“ 
m 1819 in a wood iiear Florence when tlie west wind was actually 
rising. Note how tlie grand music of the poem fits the sweep of 
the thought. The west wind disperses the dry leaves which are 
dead and deposits the seeds which beconie the sources of new 
life and beauty when spring calls them forth. 

Lines 3-5. Like ghosts.multitudes. The spotted leaves of 

autumn are compared to the spirits of meii who have 
died in a great pestilence. 

Хдпе 9. AzUre sister of the spring. The spring breeze that blows 
under a clear blue sky. 

Lines 9-12. B*ow her clarion.plain and hill. A rather con- 

fused metaphor. The call of the spring is compared 
to an angel’s trumpet awakening the seeds to life 
and to the sound of a shepherd’s pipe driving out 
the buds like a flock of sheep. 

,, 15-17. Thou on whose stream.ocean. Another bold 

metaphor. The ^est wind is spoken of as an aerial 
river flowing between earth and sky which mingling 
in the storm are conceived as one great forest. At 
the horizon whe^e sky and earth seem to meet the 
boughs of the trees intermingle. The clouds that 
агс driven before the wind are like leaves shed by 
the trees of the sky on the river. 

Line 18. Angels. Used in the original sense of ‘messengers*. 

Lines 2o-23t Like the bright hair.approaching storm. Another 

change of nietaphor for the storm clouds. The long 
line of clouds emerging from the horizon is as it 
were the uplifted hair of the storm-spirit; and the 
storm-spirit is compared to one of the frenzied 
priestesses of Dionysius (Bachus). 

,, 23-27. Thou dirge.vapours. A metaphor for the darken- 

ing sky, the storm-charged atmosphere and the wild 
wail of the rising wind. The уеаг is dying; the west 
wind sings the funeral hymn; the earth over-laid 
with the gathering vapours is the grave; the sky is 
the dome of the sepulchre. 

„ 29-36. Thou whc^did8t waken.picturing them, From the 

fierce im^es and wild music of the first part of the 
po^ the poet passes with cbarming efiect to an 
image of peaceful beauty and to a strain of flute-like 
melody. Не is speaking of the Mediterranean before 
the storm began to ruffle it. The blue waters, as 
one might see them round .some pumice isle in the 
Вау of Naples, were sleeping, as the streams that 
flow into them made soft music. Perchance the 
^Vaters were dreaming of past scenes. 
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IvinevS 36-41. Thou for ’whose path.fear. The upper waters of 

the Atlantic make way for the march of the storni 
and the terror of it reaches even the dull-coloyred 
sea-weeds below. 

Ivine 43. If I were a dead leaf, etc. Like the leaves and Ihe 
clouds aiid the waves the poet ^ant^ to feel the 
impulse of the storm’s uncontrollable power. I/ike 
the storni, he also is uncontrollable and proud by 
*iiature but now he needs the inspiration of the west 
wind for tlie experiences of life h 4 ve subdiied him. 

,, 57. Маке me thy lyre, etc. The роеш was written in 1819 

wlien Slielley was 27 years old. Like all impetuons 
natures he was vSubject to fits of ckjection. Не felt 
that he was ageing. In blovving through the forest 
in autunin the majestic harmonies of the vvest wind 
acquire a touch of sadness. Perhaps they also 
acquire a deeper appeal 011 that account. But the 
vvest wind also casts far and wide the leaves and 
seeds of autunin out of vvhich the spring is to come. 
So niay the poet’s impetuous spirit fiiid expression 
in his poetrv though now soniewhat subdued by the 
touch of age and experience. So may his words, 
still warm with awakening power, be scattered far 
aiid vvide among niankind and bring about the reju- 
venation of liunianity. 


MUSIC WHBN SOFT VOICKS НШ. 

When sweet things are taken from us they are still cherished 
aiid kept alive in the niemorv. So when the beloved is gone her 
thoughts will survive. And love will rest on these thoughts as 
n bride lies upon a bed on whicli rose-leaves are slrewn. 


JOHN KEATS (1795—1821). 

Keats died in 1821 at the age of twenty-five and the poetic 
work he has left remains a vvonder 011 account of its beauty and, 
tnore, on accouiit of the promise of future greatness that it con- 
tains. Не was the -son of a livery stable keeper’s employee and 
himself came to be apprenticed to a surgiion. Не lost his parents 
^arlv, had to fight against adverse circumstonces, conceived a 
hopeless passion for a girl and developed cc^sumptioii to which 
in spite of a change to Italy he succumbed. On his grave in Rome 
are inscribed words of his own choosing: “Here lies one whose 
name was writ in water”. Yet to this suffering vouth who never 
went to a University came a noble gift of poetry. То him was 
given the perfect phrasing for the like of which we must go to 
Shakespeare himself; to him w'as given nielody which is the 
despair of conscious art. And for the rest he was drunken with 
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the beauty of nature, with the beautv of 'old legend, the beautv 
of older poetry, such as Spenser’s. Indeed the dream of beauty 
wa£ his only mode of escape from the bitter realities of life. In 
some of his poetic work there is immaturity. It is the immaturity 
of high genius and Keats died when he was twcuty-five. If, as- 
Keats himself says, “a thing of beautv is a јоу for ever,” his owii 
poetry will prove the truth of his saving. 


c3DE ТО A NIGHTIN(}AIvK. 

The poeni wds written during the poet’s stav with a friend 
in whose garden a iiightingale liad huilt its nest. Keats listeneđ 
to its song witlukeen enjovment and one morniiig took his chair 
to the garden and wrote this wonderfal роеш. 

The central idea is this : The poet wants to escape from the 
niiseries of the world by being uiiited in spirit, as it were, with 
the nightingale, whose song seems to hiin an iinperishable thing 
of beautv. The conimunion is eftected for a monient by means 
of poetic iniagination and he gives himself up to the tranquil 
enjoynient. Then the trance breaks and as the bird flies away 
from its Ieafy covert, with vain vearning the poet’s mind follow8 
it past the near nieadows, cver the hill-.stream, up the hill siđe, 
till it is buried in the next valley glades. 

Tine 4. Letheward8. Into a vSwoon, the Letlie bejiig supposed 
to be a river of Hell, the waters of which iiiade the 
drinker forget јоу and sorrow. 

,, 7. Dryad. The verv vSpirit of the woođlanđs. 

10. Fuibthroated ease. With its tliroat distended by its 
uiirestrained singing. 

Iviiies 13-14. Tasting of flora.mirtli. With a reminiscent 

flavour, recalling thoughts of a spring-gladdened 
southern countrv (vSouth of France or Spain where 
the wine was niade) wliere rustics dance in groups 
and where niav be heard tlie niinstrel songs of olđ 
France aiid tlie nierrv laughter of sun-burnt 
peasants. 

Ivine 14. Provencal. From Provence (an old Roman province) in 
France, the home of the poetry. of the Troubadours. 

„ 16. Hippocrene, ^Hippocrene is a stream of Helicon, the 

mountain satred to the Muses. The name is given 
by thi. poet to the inspiring southern wine. 

„ 17. Winking. Note the word-picture. 

„ 23. The fever and the fret. Л reniiniscence of SliakevSpeare: 

” ' “After life’s fitful fever Duncan sleepeth well.” 

(Macbeth). 

„ 25. Where palsy shakes, etc. Note the intensity of feeling’ 

in the lines that follow. 
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Iviiie 3«. 


„ 35- 


М 39- 
„ 63. 

66 . 


70 . 


Charic^ted by Bachus and hlg parda. Bachus was the 
god of wine in classical mythology and was repre- 
sented as riding in a chariot drawn by tigers. 

Already with thee. The poet imagines himself wafteđ 
vSwiftly to the place where the nightingale is sitting. 
Then follows a description of the bird’s leafy haunt, 
remarkable for its felicitous phrasing, its sponta- 
neous melody and its keen realisation of the intiniate 
li^ of Nature. 

What .is with the breezes bfown. What the breezes 

let in by blSwing asiđe the leaves. 

The voice I hear. The bird seems to* him a type of 
all the nightingales that figured, or may have 
figured, in history or romantic legefcd. 

Buth. Read the story from the Bible. {The Book of 
Ruth; Chapter it). 

Fairy land forlorn. Note the beauty and romantic 
suggestiveness of Keats’s adjectives: forest ditn, 
fairy land forlorn. 


ТО ONH WHO HAS BHEN LONG IN CITY PENT. 
Contrast this poem witli Moftmohan Ghose’s London. 

Line 1. The first line is an echo of a line in Milton’s Paradise 
Lost, IX, 445. 

,, 7. Denboiiair. From a French word, meaning *of good 

appearance’; lience, elegant. 

„ б. Love and languishment. Love in a languorous mood. 

,, 10. Philomel. The nightingale who, according to the 
Greek story, was, in a former life, a maiden called 
Pliilomela. 


WPIEN I HAVB FEARS THAT I MAY CEASE ТО BE. 

The sonnet* was written in Јаппагу, i8i8, ‘three years before 

his death. 

Line 3. High piled books in charactery. The poet fondly 
pictures liow his poetical works would look when 
printeđ. ‘Charactery’ is a fresh and pleasing word 
for (printed) characters. 

Lines 5-6. Behold upon the night’s starred face.romance. 

As he gazed on the night sls^r the old myths 
associated with the moon anđ the stars take shape 
in his mind. 

Line 8. With the magic hand of chance. A wonderful phrase 
for the “unpremeditated art” of the poet, the touch 
which comes as a gift. 


Q 
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I^ines II-I2. The faery power of unreflecting love. The enchaut^ 
ment of first love when it is all a matter of dreams 
and fantasies. 

I/ine 14. Tilt love and fame.do sink. Till my dreams o£ 

love and fame appear iiiere dreams and vanish into 
nothingness. 


IvA DAMI^ SANS MF,RCl. 

The tittle is taken from a French ballad and means ^‘The 
fair lady withoat шегсу.’" The nielody and roinantic suggestive- 
iiess of the title haunted the poeCs imagination and produced the 
poem. Сч’ 

The poem pictures the effect of the fascination of woman when 
her heart is not given or rather, when she has по heart to give. 
It enthralls the senses of the victim and slowly consumes hiiii. 

Ivines 3-4. The sedge has withered.sing. From these lines 

and from lines 7 and 8 we infer that it is winter. 

Dine 6. So haggard and so woe*begone. Here, hnd throughout 
the first three stanzas we see the wretched condition 
to which the Kaight has been reduced. In the 
subsequent stanzas the Knight tells the cause of it 

„ 37. Pale Kings, etc. Other victims of the Ivady. 


THOMAS HOOD (1799—1845). 

Hood vvas brought up as an engraver, then took to editorial 
work. His poetry is simple but full of power especially when 
dcaling with the sadder problems of life as in the Bridge of Sighs 
or in the famous Song of the Shirt. His mannei* is not sentimental 
a fact which gives dignity to his verse. Не was also a popular 
humourist, but deep down in his nature was a vein of seriousness. 


THF BRIDGE OF SIGHS. 

The poem tells tfle^ story of an unfortunate girl in I/>ndon 
who was driven to commit suicide by thro^ing herself into the 
river from I/>nd<Ai Bridge. Hood dwells for a moment on the 
social conditions which are responsible for such disasters. 

Bridge of Sighs. See note on Byron^s Venice, London 
Bridge is here so called because many unfortunate 
people must have stood sighing upon it before taking 
the last plunge. 
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ELIZABETH BAi^RETT BROWNING (1809—1861). 

KHzabeth Barrett was of a sensitive and poetic temperament. 
Early in life she had an accident for which for many years »he 
was confined to a darkened room where she read much and met 
n few people but was, of course, cut ofi froiii the busy world. 
There she wa3 found by the poet Browning and a love grew up 
between them which to Elizabeth Barrett seemed hopeless, as we 
read in her famous Sonnets from the Portuguese. But the poet 
at last married her and carried her off to Italy where she improved 
and they lived happily» in Florence. It is toe of the most 
romantic love stories in the history of literature. 

Л MUSICAL INSTRUMENT. 

Pan was the Greek god of universal nature and was shaped 
like a maii in the upper part of his body and like a goat in the 
lower part. The music-loving god wandered over mountains and 
forests and invented the syrinx or the shepherd’s pipe. This is 
the gerni out of which the charming poem grew. Note how the 
half-divine half-animal nature of Pan has been brought out. Не 
is driven restlessly by the need of giving vent to the music that 
is in hini till he plucks up the reed and makes the pipe and 
plays upon it strains of heavenl^ sweetness. 


ALFRED LORD TENNTSON (1809—1890). 

Tennyson was the accepted and representative poet of the 
Victorian era. Не began to be known after 1830 and became 
Poet Laureate in 1850. Tennyson*s distinctive quafity as a poet 
lies in the perfect finish that he gave to his poetry even in minute 
details. The language of his poetry is vivid in its pictorial 
effects and harmonious in its rhythmic movement and melody. 
In other words he is an artist. On social and religious questions 
his poetry represents views which were held in his time but 
which do not appeal in the same way fo the present generation. 
In some of his poems, however, as in the IdyUs of the King he 
has dealt with questions which are of universal and perennial 
interest. 


MORTE D’ARTHUR. 

Not much is known of the histoiic Arthur except that he 
was a British king of the sixth century. But King Arthur is 
great in romantic legend as in the famous ltory of Sir Thomas 
Malory, called Morte d'Arthur, which Tennyson has mainly 
follov^ed. In Tennyson*s Idylls of the King we read how the 
kingdom that Arthur had built up crumbled away on account of 
the sins and infatuations of his court. His last battle was fought 
at Lyonesse in which the king was wounded and all his faithful 
knights perished except Sir Bedivere. Tbe moment has now 
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come for his departure as Merlin the seer had prophesieđ, But 
accorđing to the same ргорћесу he is to retum after a time. 

The parting worđs of Artliur are wordis of consolation and 
hope. The real value of all great work lies not so much in the 
external achievement as in the progressive spirit which it em- 
bođies. This progressive spirit is a part of divine purpose ahđ 
will go on, carried forward by other great men sent by God. But 
the old order of things in which it was embodied must pass yield* 
ing place to new svstems which Avill givc mori scope to it. 

Arthur is a type.of such great men. In another aspect the story 
is an aliegory of the .soul (Arthnr) temiiorarily vanqui'hed by the 
senses (the rebel knights) and iiltimately bound to conquer 
(Arthur’s coming again). 

Line 3. Kin^ Arthur’a Table. The Knights of the famous 
Order of the Round Table. 

,, 4. Lyones8e. Supposed to have been an extension of 

Land’s End now submerged in the sea. 

„ 6. The bald Slr Bedivere. ‘Bold* is a permanent epithet 

for Sir Beđivere in imitation of the custom of Homer 
and of ballad poetry. 

„ 9. A broken chancel, etc. A fitting background for the 

last scene of the King’s life. 

,, 12. Water. Lake. 

„ 21. Camelot. King Arthur’s capital; popularly identifieđ 

with Queen’s Camel a place in Somerset. 

„ 31, Samlte. A rich silk cloth, the name literally meaning 

,woven of six threads. 

Lines 48-49. 'The 8ea-wind sang shrill, chill. The sibilants make 
the line an echo of the sound of the bleak wind. 

Line 60. Thia way and that....mind. With a wavering mind; 

an expression imitated from Vergil, a favourite poet 
of Tennyson. 

80. Lief. Beloved, connected with Sanskrit lubha, to covet. 

94. Obedience is the bond of rule. Obedience on the part 
of the subject is necessary to keep the state together. 

105. Nine уеагб she wrought it. Nine is supposed to be a 
nuniber of mystical significance. 

„ uo. Conceit. Nofio^i. The word is now used in a đegrađeđ 
sense. 

Lines 121-22. ABthbrity forgets. еуе. Authority is as it were a 

faithless attendant who deserts a dying king. 
‘Widowed’ is a vivid word for ‘bereft.* A right royaI 
speech. 

Line 139. A streamer of th« northern morn. A shooting гау of 
the Aurora Borealis, ‘northem morn’ being an 
Bnglish translation o£ the name. 
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Ivines 170 & ]б5. ‘As In-a pictnre*, ‘Пке a goad*. Аге comparisons 
taken from classical poetry. 

Line 198. Three Queens. Supposed to represent Faith, Норе аД <1 
Charity. 

Ivines 215-16, Drops ot onset. Drops of blood shed during the 
conflict. 

Ivine 221 . Like a shattered coiumn. Compare Scott’s lines on the 
đeath of Pitt: 

Now is tke stately column brcipe, 

The beacon light is quenched ii^ smoke, 

The trumpet’s silver sound is still, 

The warder sileiit 011 the hill. ^ 

,, 223. From spur to plume a star of tournament. Flashing 
light from his burnished armour as he charged 
across the arena. 

„ 231. Every chance brought out a noble knight, At everv 
opportimity for adventure a knight ohered his 
vservices and proved his knightly powers. 

,, 233. The hoIy eiders with the gift of myrh. The wise men 
from the East who brought gifts to the new-boni 
Christ. (Bible, MaUhew Н, ii). 

235. Which wa8 an iraage.world. Which seemed to 

represent the valour and nobility of the whole world. 
The round shape of the table was also symbolical. 

Ivines 240-242. The old order changeth.world. Arthur explains 

why there must be change in the ^tternal order 
of things. 

Ivine 254. For 80 the whole round worId, etc. The metaphor is 
taken from Homer’s story of the golden chain bound 
to the throne of Zeus at which all the gods pulled 
in the vain attempt to shake him. {Iliad, VIII, 
19-30). In Tennyson the whole idea is different. 
Ргауег is the holy bond between God and man and 
the precious means of man’s salvation. 

,, 259. Island-yalley of Avilion. A mythical Нарру Islanđ, 
which, as the legends tell us, became the abode of 
Arthur after his “passing”. According to other 
accounts Avilion was a vAe near Glastonbury in 
Somerset. 

Ivines 260-261. Where falls.londly. Tallbn from Homer’s 

accounts of Elysium {Odyssey IV, 566) and of 
Ol^mipus {Odyssey VI, 42-45). 

Eine 267. Fluting a wild caroi ere her death. Referring to the 
poetic legend that the swan sings a sad song just 
before her death, There is a famous allusion to it 
in Shakespeare's Othello (V, 2, 2/J7). 
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VLYSSES. 

Ulysses was the wiseet of the Greek heroes who took part in 
the cKpedition against Тгоу. His wanderings and adventures on 
his way home from Тгоу are narrated in Homer’s Odyssey. But 
even after his return he could not rest but set out again on his 
last vovage. The story is founded on a passage in Dante’s 
Inferno (Canto XXVI). Ulvsses represents the spirit of noble 
and ceaseless efforl. Contrast this with the spirit of his son 
Telemachus. The poem is full of Homeric echoes: “the rainy 
Hyades,” “cities^’of men and mannets”, “delight of battle”, 
“windy Тгоу”, ‘^‘tlie dark broad seas”, “sitting well in order 
smite the furrows“, “the baths of the western stars.” 

Uines 19-21. Yei all experience, etc. These lines express the 
humility of a great mind. Three metaphors are 
used: (i) that of a vision of the bright sea through 
an arched passage; (2) that of sailing over the sea 
to an ever-widening horizon; (3) that of sailing 
towards a star that sinks below the horizon but 
becomes visible as the sailor moves further 
towards it. 

ROBERT BR 0 W№ 1 NG ( 1812 — 1889 ). 

Browning’s father was an ofiicial in the Bank of England. 
The poet began to write in 1833, a liitle after Tennyson began, 
but it was a long time before he became a popular poet. In 1846 
he married the poetess Elizabeth Barrett who was then an invalid 
and took her to Italy where they lived till i86i when Mrs. Browmng 
died. Browniiig’s distinctive quality as a poet is the wide range 
of his imaginative sympathies and his dratnatic power in present- 
ing vcrious aspects of human nature. Не desoribes himself as 
a painter of the soul. The diction aiid metre of his poetry are 
sometimes too much strained by the fulness of thought and lose 
grace. But often the harshness or crabbedness is dramatic, that 
is, in accordance with the character of the speaker. His poetry 
is alive with passion. In all this he contravSts with his contem- 
рогагу Tennyson. 

INCIDENT OF THE FRENCH CAMP. 

In this dramatic ^а^^^^шп and in the briefest words possible 
Browning not only presepts the situation but presents Napoleon’a 
very self. The Emperor stands in a characteristic attitude, and 
the poet brings hofne to us his high ambition and his magnetic 
personality as a general. 

Eine I. Ratisbon. A town in Bavaria, guarding the way to 
Vienna. It was necessary to Napoleon’s ambitious 
scheme that Ratisbon should be captured. General 
Lannes attacked it with a French army and took 
it on April 3rd, 1809. 
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L/ine I. We French. *The speaker probably was with the 
French army anđ, froni the manner of his speech, 
a military officer. 

,, 5. With neck out^thrust, etc. Л vivid picture of Napoleon. 

,, 8. Mind. Anxious thoughts. 


meetiiTg AT NIGHT—parting at morning. 

These two are companion poems. The man returns honie in 
the evening to his wife waiting for him. In Ihe nioa'ning he 
must go out into the world to do hi^ work. 

Ivine 15. Path of Gold. The suu’s glowing pathway across the 
sky. 


MULRVKBH. 

The poem tells a story of an Arab’s priđe in his horse. 

Though he loves the animal more thaii anything else in the world 

he would rather lose it thaii let *11 be beaten in the race. The 

speaker is another Arab who tells the story. 

Lines 1-6. If a stranger.morn. If a stranger called at the 

tent of Hosevn, Hose^m would say to him that he 
had neither bread nor salt to lay before him. If 
tlie stranger disbelieved him he \yould think 
IToseyii waa an iiiliospitable fellow; if he believed 
him lie would pity Hoseyn’s pqverty. But one who 
knew would say that Hoseyn did not care for lesser 
things because he possessed the greatest prize of 
the world, liis peerless horse Muleykeh. 

Line 10. Never, since time began, etc. The speaker imagines 
Hoseyn saying this as he ađdresses his horse. 

Lines 16-1S. Who started.thriists forth. Muleykeh soon over- 

took and left behind the ког.ае that ran ahead. The 
vanquivshed horses would be given nicknames and the 
last but one would be driven out of the paddock. 

,, 20-21. But iavish both on Duhl. ^lJot Hoseyn but Huhl 
deserves pity for Duhl covets Muleykeh but cannot 
get it. 

Line 3S. You аге open-hearteđ, etc. Having failed to buy 
Muleykeh; Duhl now has come to ask it as a gift and 
flatters Hoseyn. 

,, What craft is it. Duhl has now come to steal the horse. 

Не had previously sent a spy to find out how 
Muleykeh was guarded. 
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THE LOST LEADER. 

This spirited poem tells of a great leader of a party who, for 
worldly gain, deserted his followers and the noble ideals which 
he himself had taught them to cherish. The speaker is a member 
of the party. Не is ashamed and iiidignant but still believes in 
his leader. Не will be ‘‘pardoned in heaven, the first by the 
throne’*. One gathers the impression from the poem that the 
lost leader was a great poet. Browning admitted that in writing 
the poem he had thought of \Vordsworth*s desertion of his early 
liberal principles but that it was not a portrait. Не had used 
\Yordsworth on!y as a painter’s model. Wordsworth in changing 
his principles had no шегсепегу motive. 

Ivines 13 - 14 . Snakespeare was of us.were with us. Sliakes- 

peare’s broad humanity is refiected 011 all his 
dramas. Milton was a great champion of liberty and 
wrotc niagnificently in its support both in his 
sonnets and in liis prose pamphlets. Burns’s demo- 
cratic sentiment is seen in his famous poem 'For a* 
thai and a’ thai\ Shellev’s passion for freedom 
inspires all his poetry. 


ТНК ВОУ AND THE ANGEE. 

This beautiful storv is told with a directness that is almost 
like that of the parables in the Bible. The first teaching of the 
poem is that God loves the simple and joyful worship of a humble 
heart. When Theocrite beconies Pope God misses his simple note 
of praise aiid the Archangel Gabriel leaves his great tasks in 
heaven, and takes the place of Theocrite, for “all service ranks the 
same with God.” This is the second teaching of the poem. 

Lines 19-20. Night passed, day shone.gone. Tlie time covers 

several vears in the hmnan story. The details are 
given in lines 53-60. 

Eine 40. There is no doubt in it, no fear. Compared with an 
Archaiigel’s faith human faith is timid, but not the 
less dear to God 011 that account. 

,, 68. Creation’s chorus. The ћагтопу of praise that rises 

from cr^tion and of which the humble note of 
Theocrite’s^praise was an essential part. 

ТНЕ LABORATORV. 

The poem is in the form of a draniatic monologue, th^ most 
vivid and conceiitrated form in w'hich poetry can present at the 
same time story and character. Brovviiing particularly excelled in 
this kind of poetrj^ The scene is a che'mist’s laboratory in France 
during the Ancient Regime. The speaker is a woman maddeneđ 
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with jealoti 9 y who has ’come to btty poison to đestroy her rival. 
She is watching in a glass mask while the poison is being prepaređ 
and gloats over the prospect of her revenge. 


Line 

I. 

Glass Mask. То protect 
fumes. 


5 * 

Stress 

‘her* and the first 


7 - 

Stiipss 

‘they*, and ‘me’. 

n 

8. 

Stress 

‘them* and ‘here*. 


herself from the poisonons 
‘know’. 


PROSPICE. 

The meaning of the title is “Look forward.“ The poem was 
written shortly after the death of the jioet’s wife to whom there is a 
touching allusion at the close. Note the draniatic vividness with 
w'hich tlie poet tells of his passing from the warmth and bright- 
iiess of life to the coldness and gloom of death. Comi^are this 
poem with Tennyson’s Crossing the Bar (not given in this collec- 
lion) and Walt Whitman’s Joy\ Shipmate Joy\ Brownmg’s attitude 
towards death is that of nianly and robust courage; Tenny«on’s 
that of serene expectation; Walt Whitman's that of ecstatic јоу. 


ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH (1819—1861). 

Clough was a scholar, connected with Oxford as a teacher and, 
for a tinie, connected with other eđucational woirk. His poetry, 
as the student w'ill see from the poem selected her^, is weighted, 
almost overv^eighted, with thought. Не, like Matthew Arnold 
who wrote his elegy, lived at a time when the ininds of thinking 
nien were wavering between faith and doubt, when they were 
trying to struggle and reach out towards faith. Such a state of 
mind comes to all people at a tinie of transition from one order 
of things to another. The note of sincerity and earnestness in 
tlie poem which has been selected is of the greatest moral value. 


SAY NOT THE STRUGGLE NAUGHT AVAILETH. 

Lines 1-2. Say not the struggle.vaJn. Do not lose heart at 

the seemingly small succ^ss of your best efforts and 
of the sufferings you have endgred. 

Liue -5. Were dupes. Proved deceptive. 

Fears.liars. Your apprehensions* mav prove in 

the end to have been groundless. 

Lines 6-8. It may be.field. When many are working for 

the same cause, though some may have failed, others 
may succeed. 
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Lines 9-12. While fhe tired wave8.maiii. The metaijhor 

changed but the thought is the same as in the 
previous stanza. 

,, 13-16. And not by eastern window8.bright. However 

hard and slow your task may seem the cumulative 
ehect of the ehorts of manv workers is cheering 
aiid hopeful when you look b«4ck upon it. 

WALT WHITMAN (1819—1892). 

Walt Whitmap, the famous American poet, was the son of 
a wood-cutter and carpenter. Не himself was by turns carpenter* 
printer, sclioolmaster and journalist. In 1863 when America 
entered upon tlie civil war Whitman went out to nurse the 
woundeđ. Tlius lie passed through a variety of experience. Не 
began to write poetry about 1856. Whitman’s poetry, like Brown- 
ing’s is in intimate touch with life, though, unlike Browning, he 
has no philosophy. It is fearlessly unconventional and instinct 
with an elemental force. Whitman was the great poet of 
American democracy. 

O CAPTAIN! MY CAPTAIN! 

The occasion of this poeni was the death of Abraham Ivincoln 
(1809-1865) President of the ITnited States of America anđ one of 
the noblest figures in American history. Не conducted with 
wonderful tact and wisdom the Civil War which broke out in 
America over the question of eraaiicipating the slaves, Lincoln 
being on the side of emancipation. In 1864 he was re-electeđ 
President and ' in April 1865 successfully concluded the war. But 
in the sanie month he was assassinated while attending a per- 
formance at the Ford tiieatre. 

JOY! SHIPMATB—JOY! 

JoyI Shipmate— Јоу! See iiotes 011 Browning’s Prospice. 

MATTHEW ARNOLD (1822—1888). 

Matthew Arnold was son of Dr. Arnold, the famous Head- 
master of Rugby. Не yvas an official in the Kducation Department 
and a famous literary cri^'c, besides being a poet. Не brought out 
his first book of poetry ii\ 1849. His great quality as a poet is 
liicidity, the pow'er of presenting his thoughts in bright and clear 
outline, the result * of his Greek stuđies. His poetry has a 
mclancholy note as if, like Clough, he felt đeeply the spiritual 
struggles and perpleKities of the iime in which he lived. 

SOHRAB AND RIISTUM. 

The subject has been taken from the Shah Naniah of Firdousi, 
a famous Persian <-poet of the tenth century. The Shah Namah 
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is an epic tiiat tells of the deeds of tlie heroes who made Persia 
famous. The greatest of these heroes was Rustum. Out of the 
legenđs about Rustum, Matthew Arnold has selected here the most 
pathetic that tells how Rustum the champion of Persia by *a 
terrible mistake killed his son Sohrab in single combat on the 
western banks of the OxnvS. Rustum did not know that a eon had 
been born to him and that the heroic Sohrab was that son. Nor 
had Sohrab seen his great father though he had heard 
niuch of him. fn the earlier part of the poem (not included here) 
we are told how Sohrab wanders in quest of Rustum, how he leads- 
a Tartar army against Perlia only to induce Rusinim to come out; 
how, when the two armies meet, Sohrab proposes that they should 
select champions to fight in single combat; how he himself is 
selected the champion of the Tartars; and hcfv the Persians 
persuade Rustum to fight as their champion, but not under his 
own namc. Thus fatlier and son meet in combat without knowing 
each other. 

Line 48. Afrasiab. The Tartar King and the sworn foe of Persia. 

,, 55. Autumn star. The bright star, Sirius, in the constella- 

tion of tlie Dog, rises in summer and, therefore, can 
hardly be called an autumn star. It was supposed 
to cause fevers. 

,, 61. CurPd minion, ‘Curleđ* is from Shakespeare (‘curled 

darlings^— Othello) ‘miiiion* nieans ‘a favourite’. 
Both words are used with a touch of contempt. 

,, 159. As when some hunter, etc. Note how the simile has 
been developed beyond the points of comparison. 
The poet takes tlie opportunity of presenting a com- 
plete picture. vSuch similes belong to* epic poetry 
and are found in Homer and Milton. 

,, 282. Tlie griffin.Zal. Zal belonged to the royal house 

of Seistan. Не was called ‘Zal^ or aged because he 
was borii with white hair. This was regarded as an 
evil omen and lie was abandoned on a mountain 
where he was brought up by a griffin (a fabulous 
animal with a lion’s bod}^ and an eagle’s head anđ 
wings). Не was afterwards found and becanie 
famous. 

„ 464. Jemshid in Persepolis. Persepolis was an ancient 
Persian capital and the b^jrial place of Persian 
Kings. Jemshid is said to Ijave built a famous palace 
here with the help of đemons. 

APOLLO, LRADER OF ТРШ MUSEvS.* 

In these wor.ds of consummate beauty and purest melody the 
poet gives us a momentarv vision of Apollo, the Greek god of 
poetry anđ the leader of the Muses. The singer stands singing 
on the slopes of heaving Etna. As he dreams of tjie vserene beauty 
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of the moonlit springs of Mount Helicon, the abode of the god, 
he sees^ a vision of Ai^llo coming with the Muses to bathe in 
the springs. Their divinely fair forms, their fragrant locks and 
tbe holy calm that breathes through their singing as they depart, 
^re all brought home to us. 

I<ines 45-48. The day.calm. They sang of man^s life 011 

earth with its fits of excitement followed by rest and 
peace; of the struggle for the prre and of the 
eternal sileiices around. 


CONVENTRV PATMORE (1823—1896). 

Coventry PStmore was not exclusively a poet but he has left 
some good poetrv. Не began to "vvTite about 1840. The touch of 
mysticism which we find in his poelry is seen in the poem selecteđ 
here. 


тнк TOYS. 

The poem expresses feelinglv a father’s remorse for rebuking 
his motherless child and tlie child’s suppressed aiid helpless grief. 
The father feels that he too has been aii offender in God’s eves 
and given to vanities. Perhaps God will forgive him when he 
is dead even as he has forgiven his .sleeping child. 


GEORGE MEREDITH (1828—1909). 

George Meredith, like Browning, was late in winning general 
recognition. Не was mainly a novelist but wrote poetrv also in 
which he gave evidence of powers of imagination. Plis first book 
of poetry was published in 1851. 


TvUCIFKR IN STARIvIGHT. 

Satan’s first revolt against God and the punishment which 
followed it are related in Miltoii’s Paradise Lost. Meredith 
represents Satan as contemplating a second revolt but desisting 
from it awestruck by the serenitv and order of the starry world 
which indicate the ui^lterable law of God which it obeys. It 
is a great thought greatjv iniagined. 

Line 7. CareeneC* Leaned 011 опе side like a great ship. A 
nautical term. 

„ 9 . Sc^rs. The marks of God’s thunderbolt hurled at him 

during his first rebellion. 

„ 12 . Which are fhe brain of heaven. The starry world, 

ruled by law shows that there is a sleepless Mind at 
wo^k in the universe. 
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ALGURNON CHARLES SWINBURNE (1837—1909). 

Swinburne, like Shelley, came from a family which had aristo- 
rratic connectioiis. Не was educated at Kton and Oxford and 
published his first volume of poetry in 1860. Не came into vogue 
when the public of England were growing soniewhat weary of 
the mild sentiment of Tennyson. His poetry, as the student will 
find from the poem selected, has a rapid and nielodious flow. 


A CHIED»S IvAUGHTBR. 

The poem sounds almost like the gurgle of a^hild’s laughter. 
The melody is sustained with wonderful power. 


Lrine 8. At 8undawn stirred. The rustle of*woods sounds 
sweeter in the early morning on account of the 
general silence. 

,, 9. AVinsome word. Musical babble. 

,, 10. Wind.weather. The freshness that the wind brings 

in such weather adds sweetness to its sound. 


,, 15. Hoped in heaven hereafter. The ring of innocence in 

the child’s laughter on earth is lost with age and 
with knowledge of j,he wor)d but may be recoveređ 
when the soul is purified in heaven. 

,, 17. Very sound of very light. Л sound that matches in 

beauty the light in which it is heard. 

,, 23. Bold. Clear. 

,, 26. Wren. “The smallest of birds.” 


MONMOHAN GHOSE (1869—1924). 

Monmohan Ghose’s Engh'ish poetry was accepted by his 
contemporaries in England. Не was sent to England when quite 
young and leceived a good English education; being at St. Pauls 
and then at Oxford. Both at school and at college Greek litera- 
ture had a strong attraction for him. Ple found himself among a 
small group of svmpathetic anđ appreciative English friends, and 
their companionship was good for his sensitive temperament. In 
1890 came out a little volunie of poetry to which Monmohan Ghose 
cohtributed along with Stephen Phillipfj, Arthur Crippe and 
Laurence Biiiyon. This was his first venture. In 1894 he starteđ 
for home. Returning to India he entered the service of Govern- 
mcnt iii the Education Department and retfred as a reputeđ 
Professof of English at Presidency College, Calcutta. ^ As a teacher 
hc made a deep impression upon his stuđeiits.' As a poet 
Monmohan Ghose is more English than Indian in his modes of 
thinking. “No Indiaii,” says Mr. Laurence Binyon, “has ever 
before used our tongue with so poetic a touch... То us he is a 
voice among the great сотрапу of English singers.” 
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IvONDON. 

Coming to ^nđon from the country the poet shakes off the 
spell of the quiet countryside and opens his heart fully to the 
strong appeal of the city*s rushing life. 

Dine 10. Of self so weary. Tired of brooding on itself. 

,, II. Ве lost. Forget itself, 

Bathed.voices. Refreshed by gi^ing itself up to 

Пц appeal that lies in mpn’s talk. 

,, 17. Passipnate charni. Tlie interest that arises from the 

souTs expression in the face. 

,, 20. Sin^. Rustles. 

,, 24. Twine in the roots of things. Fiud myself in close 

touch with the very things out of which man’s life 
in the world grows. 


SIR WILL1AM WATSON. 

Sir William Watson is a niodern poet and much of modern 
thinking is reflected in his wo^k. His earlier work was written 
under the influence of the romantic school but gradually his 
intellectual quality predominated and sometimes his thought over- 
weighted his poetry. His rhythmic charm is seen in the poem 
here selected. 


SWBKTKST SWKKTS THAT TIMK HAS RIFLKD. 

This melodious song, as the poet himself tells us, is written 
in an archaic iiianner, somewhat in the manner of the seventeenth 
century Knglish poets. 

Line I. Sweefest.rifled. The charms of the fairest 

women of history now destroyed by time. 

,, 2. Live anew.tongue. Have been immortalized in 

soug. 

,, 6. Golden puišs|nce. Fascinating lustre. 

„ 7. Envious loam. The grave which could not bear as it 

wer^*that they should be so beautiful. 

„ 12. Vfin the aspic. Cleopatra is said to have killed herself 

by applying an asp to her bosom. Read the scene 
in Shakespeare’s Antony and Cleopatra, 

Vain the cord. Helen of Тгоу is said to have met her 
death by being tied with a cord and strangled. 
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ЦиРЕЦТ BROOKE (1887—1915). 

Rupert Вгооке was the most promising of the poets of the 
present geiieration, that is, of the tinie of King George V. ,Не 
was educated at Rugby and at Cambridge. Не published his first 
volume of poems in 1911. Не enlisted for the War in 1914 and 
-died of blood-poisoning the next уеаг. The poeni liere selected 
is marked by the fervent patriotism' evoked by the Great War 
and is also marked by the youthful qualities of freshness and 
ardour. It hts been well said that Rupert Brooke’s short life is 
a niore beautiful роеш ^ian апу he wrote. 

Line 2. Some corner of a foreign field. Rupjrt Brooke died 011 
board a hospital ship and was buried in the island 
of Imbros wliich is in the Aegean^Sea and belongs 
to Тигкеу. 

,, 3. That is tor ever England. Being the resting place of 

an B'nglishman and therefore dear as home. 

,, 9. AU evil slied away. Purified by death. 

Lines lo-ii. A pulse.given. Kven though absorbed in the 

infinite, will not altogether lose its individuality 
and all .that P'ngland tanght it. 


SAROJINI NAIDU. 

Mrs. Sarojini Naidu’s name is well-known in Inđia. She 
come^ from a talented family of Bengali Brahmins settled in 
Hvderabad, Deccan. Ву her extrenie sensibility and exquisite 
lyiic gift she was marked out for a poet. Нег comi?iand over the 
Knglish language is wonderful. 


IN THE BAZARS OF HVDERABAD 

This poem is one of two which she calls ‘*Songs of my City.” 
Her citv is Hyderabad. As we read the poem the magic of the 
East envelops us. The vivid scenes of an eastern ba^ar pass before 
our eyes. 


RABINDRANATH TAGORE. 

Rabindranath Tagore, born in 1861, ii reckoned as опе of the 
world-poets to-day. Не came to be krA>wn in the West after he 
won the Nobel prize, in 1913, on his own pro^e translations of his 
mysticj*i religious poems, Gitanjali. The lxx)k was considered as 
“the greatest work of an ideal tendency.” Hi®, lyric genius, 
which found expression when he was a mere boy, is not less 
remarkable than Shelle^’s. Though first and foremost he is a 
lyric poet, yet he has also attained pre-eminence - as a writer of 
short stories and as an educationalist of original ideas. Не has 
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travelled widely and hfis captured the ]ша^1па|кап of tlie worlđ 
by his magnetic personality. Не has carried far and wide the 
inessage of India, the message of reaching out to a brood 
hunianity bv cultivating a cosmopolitan spirit in culture. This 
w'as the spiiit in which, he thinks, the great Buddhist tJniversities 
of India worked and this is the spirit which distinguishes the 
poet’s own universitv, the Visva’hharatl of Boljjur The tw'o poems 
incluđed here were, of course, written in Bengali The translations^ 
are by one of the editors. 



INDEX ТО FIRST LINES. 


I4GE 


Ae fond kissj^ and tlien \ve sever 

Аћ! County Guy, tlie hour is nigli 

Лћ! What avails the sbeptered race 

All the bells of heaven inay riiig .. ... 

At the coriier of AVood Street, when daylight appears 
Awake, žEolian lyre, awake ^ 

A wet sheet and a flowing sea 

БећоИ her, single in the fleld 

Conđemn’d to Hope’s delusive mine 

Kternal Spirit of the chaiiiless Mind 

FareweU, sweetest country; out of my heart уе roses 

Father of all! in ev’ry age 

Fear death ?— То feel tlie fog in niy throat 

Fiiends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your ears 

(Hd moves iu a iny.sterious way 

Hail to thee, blithe Spirit 

Непсе vaiii deluding jovs 

ITe spoke; and Rustom auswered not, but hurl’d ... 

How ћарру is he born and taught ... ...^ 

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest ... 

How soon hath Time the subtle thief of youth ... 

If a stranger passed the tent of H6seyn, he cried 'A churFs* 
If I should die, think only this of me ... 

I nict a traveller from aii antique land 
In thv" name I ope my eyes 

I strove witk none, for none vvas worth my strife ... 

Is there for lionest poverty ... 

I stoođ in Venice, on the Bridge of Sighs 
It is an ancient Mariner ... ^ 

ft little profits that an idle kiiig 
I wandered lonely as a cloud 
John Gilpin was a citizen 
Јоу! Shipmate— ^Јоу 

Just for a handful of silver he left us ... 

Morning, evening, noon, anđ night 
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Му days among the Dead аге past 
Му heart aches, anđ a drowsy numbiiess pains ... 
Му little Son, who look*d froni thoughtful eves ... 
Му necessaries are embarked: farewell: 

Music, when soft voices die 

Mjsterious Night! when our first parent knew ... ^ 
Not here, O Apoll^ . 

Ncvv that I, tying thv glass niask tightly 
O’ a* the airts the wind can blavv . . 

O, Brignall baiik^ are wild and fair 

O Captain ! Му Captain! our fearfiil trip is done 

O friend! I know not which way 1 must look 

Of man’s miraculous mistakes, this bears . . 

Of Nelson and the North 

On a starred night Prince Lucifer uprose 

Once more into the breach, dear friends, опсе more 

Oiic more Unfortunate 

O what can ail thee, Knight-at-A*'ms 

O w'ild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s beiiig 

Proud Maisie is in the w’Ood 

Remote, unfriended, melancholy slow’ 

Round the cape of a sudden canie the sea 

Say not, the struggle nought availeth . . 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways ... 

She was a phantom of delight 

So all day long the noise of battle rolled 

Softly, softly, softly blow 

Sound, sound the clarion, fill the fife 

Stern Daughter of the Voice of God 

SwTetest sw'eets that Time has rifled ... 

The forward youth that vvould appear 
The grey sea and the long black land ... 

The way was long, tht wind was cold 
There wae a boy; уе knew him well, уе cliffs 
They are all gone Snto the world of light 
То be, or not tQ be, that is the question ... 

То one who has been long in city pent ... 

Well then, the promised hour is come at last 
What đo уе sell, O уе merchants 
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\Vhat was he doing, the great god Pan ... ... 14S 

\\'hat, you аге stepping westward?—Yea ... ... по 

When he who adores thee has left but the name ... ... 135 

\Vhen I consider how my light is spent ... ... ig 

When I have fears that I niay cease to be ... ... 141 

Where then sliall Норе and Fear their objects find? ... 44 

Why diđ I write ? What^in to nie unknown ... ... 3S 

Why looks your grace so heavily to-day ... ... ic 

Ye banks and braes and streains around ... 66 

You know, we Fiench storined Ratisbon . ... 161 










